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7mk which is in the worId» 

the tide of the Pupil op 

IfiURE^ exemplified that part of 

fkbrateJjjfiem, which led iOH 

to voluptuoufncfs, hypo- 

and fedu£tion. It was^ there- 

a faint mark for literary ridi- 

The peculiar fuccefs of my 

Jou I. a undertakings 
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undertaking, and the general efteem 
it ftill maintains, (notwithftanding 
the wilful, or the ignorant, perver- 
fions of a few individuals, who af- 
fefted to have their fcruples concern- 
ing the ch^rz&cr of SeJky) xon- 
vince me, that I did not write in 
vain. . 



Bufe methinks, feWiethi'ng very 
eflentialr yet remains to be done* 
.There is a much bettery as vvell as 
^ rnxK^imoxt brilliant^ fyftem ftill to 
be illustrated s the fyAem . of inte* 
grky,^d Truth., 



TKIs 
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This 18 attempted in the prefnH 
performance, where the reader i^ 
fee, in contraft to the Pupil of PJu^ 
fure^ a cbara^er of a very difi^ent 
colouring figure before him. One, 
who, though evenmoreaccompliihed 
than SedleYi with; all his fire, ffurk 
and opportunity, as well as every perr 
fon«i advantage, employs w:h i» 
the cjiufei qq( of ruin, bu( Jnecr 
rity. 

Jt hasheen endeavoured alfo, that 
tl^fcenes, in which this new per* 
fonage is engaged, (hould be fo dif^ 
pofcd, as to give full fcope for all 
,thatisjuft, afiFeding and ennobled, 
a z without 
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withcJUt departing frcnn human* na^ 
ture. The Hero of this prodadlion, 
like that of the other j h^th many 
ftruggles, and many anxieties; for 
virtue (with refpedl to ordinary fuo 
ceffes and rewards) is not always for- 
tunate : but between the two heroes 
there, is, throughout their adventurer, 
this diftinguifhing difference; the one 
hath the pangs of remorfe fuperadded » 
to thofe of fbaaie and defpair; and ^ 
the fufferings of the other, like the 
agonies of a Meffiah^ are always for 
the truth, and for the happinefs of 
others. All that the bed: men in* 
the* world can fay to themfelves:» 

is-1 
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is comprized in this couplet of the 
poet 

^* *Ti8 not in mortalt to command fncceCs^ 

^* But we'll do mere,Btm]proidvi$9 we'll ifefitrve it.^ 

There hav^ been thofe (whether 
in the fpirit of criticifm, or from prin- 
ciple, I cannot tell) who have warned 
the young and fober againfl the 
warmth df cbaraSter in the Pupil tf 
Pkqfure: fureljr, a little thinking 
might reconcile to /i&^^, (as to the 
reft of the world) , the propriety of 
painting vice in ftrong colours^-in 
order to bring it into contempt 
That very Seplet, who fets out. 
with all the graces of CbeJierfieU in 

his 
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his train, foon lofes his credit with 
the reader; he fades, towards the con-^ 
clufion, more and more in every page; 
and at laft, he becomes a defperatc, 
detefted man, on whofe grave even 
Pity herfclf can fcarce be prevailc4 
on to fhed a tear. 

If, however, this objeftion, in 
die bread of any one, ftHl fubfifts 
againft tne, it wobkl be a piece of 
juftice ntit/ unwofthy the true critic, if 
hb would ^e tipon him to Recom- 
mend the charadter oiCaptainCarltfle 
in this work, as officioufly as he has 
difcommended that of Mr. SEDLEy, 

in 
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in the other. In real faft, Sedlev 
is tUti^Jhade which will fet Carlisle 
in the proper light j and, although 
the Jiories through which I have 
conveyed the moral, are utterly dif- 
ferent, yet thofe, who are candid 
enough to conceive a book of this 
kind may be made fyjiematic^ and 
who may read the two performances 
together, will, I flatter myfelf, per- 
ceive a connexion (with regard to 
fyftem) not wholly inappofite. 

^ In fine, Sedley is a monfler, and . 
Carlijle is a man. Let them be ac- 
curately compared, and read only 
Vol. I. b with 
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with this TieWy whenever tbey are 
in the hands of the young. As 
Sedley is the objed of eicape 
and abhorrence; Carlisle is that 
of indnoacy and imitation. He is 
much embarrafled, but he has ho- 
nour to bear him up : he is purpofely 
plunged in difficulty, that his truth . 
might be the more tried ; and that, 
being tried, it might, like fine gold 
from the fire, come forth the purer. 
He is SeJkys oppofite in every parti- 
cular, except the attradions of form 
(which were given to Sedley alfo 
only to render Cbefterfeldifm more 
txaft). Carlisle protcds the inno-i 

cencc 
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ccncc that he might have dcftroycd j 
he fpares the chaftity that he might 
have violated j be endeavours to pre- 
ferve the wife, whom he might have 
ruined : he has all the policy of 
prudence, wihout deviating from 
irutb: he is graced with every polifli- 
hig ornament of charader : inftead 
of corrupting^ he enriches focicty. 

That the hero of the prefent 
work might have every ultimate ad- 
vantage, fo as to bring the mofal 
which his adventures convey, more 
forcibly home to the bufinefs and 
bofom of the reader, he appears, at 
b 2 different 
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different times^ in all the amiable 
lights of which his picture is fufcep- 
tiblc. Amongft thefe, the honour 
of his friendfhips, the tenderneffes of 
Jiis love, the delicacy of his fuffer- 
jngs, his difcretion under embarralT- 
mcnts, arid his courage in e^figeftcies, 
will not efcape the attentive reader. 
It £bould be noted, alfo, that the 
contraft of the prefent, with the 
former performance, receives ftill 
greater force, by the intrpdudion 
of other (ketches which will be 
found here^ particularly the ihort 
fcencs that belong to Mr. IJenry 
Ueivfon^ -and his brpther, Thefe 

charaiSers' 
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charaders are interwoven, not fo 
much to enliven, and relieve the 
deepnefs of the pathetic in the other 
parts, as fo give greater elucidation 
to the Jyftem. With die like view, 
the <^tra6ter8 of the fighting Mei^ 
vHfy^ and the fearful, froUckfome 
Sir jludrew Flighty have been ad- 
mitted, as have thofe of Mr. Laf^ 
aellesy the Mauhionefs sf N^**, 
and Ltfcia De Gre^. It is hoped, thefe 
ill promote the moral as much as 
they contribute to the interefts of 
the fable : for example, Sedley^ the 
Pupil of Plcafure, was uniformly 
vicious, deceitful, and reprobate, 

and 
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tfac Tatar of Troth, isinvaxiafahrjiift, 
iogcnnouSy and good, and therefore 
Uves. Sedky often felt the flxolte of 
ill fnccefs, bat coafbled hjmfclf in 
the worft of dmes with dirh^ie of 
accomi^ifhing his wicked wifhes at 
laft. Cariijle is fenfible of di&ppoint- 
ment too, hut is kept from |)aFoxifais 
of defpairhy a iilent appeal to his con- 
fcience. Lafcelks is at once rakifli, 
falfe, diflblute, and therefore meets 
with puni(hment The Marcbionefs 
gf iST* ♦ ♦, though pitiable, is alfo 
an objeft of terror to be held up to 
the female world, fince the fame 
imprudence will naturally lead to the 

fame 
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fame misfortunes. The Earl and 
Countcfs oi BleJJtngbourne arc brought 
into this work^ to (hew, that, trui 
poUtenefs and the Graces^ are charms 
independent of mere rank, titles, or 
eftate : the family of the Hewfons are 
here, to prove, that, true poUtenefs 
and the Graces arc not to be bought, 
as mere marketable commodities, 
whenever a man happens to have 
money to fpare ; and to prove like- 
wife, that neither ruftic manners 
^on the one hand, nor booki(h pedan- 
try on the other, will enable men to 
leave the farm-houfe and the cloyfter 
to figure, more refpedablyi in a flate 

4)f 
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of refinement. In full oppofidon to 
/ill dicfc, therefore, the Hero of this 
work is produced. He is as truly 
polite as be is truly generous, and, 
agieei^Ie to the title given to him at 
fetting out«^H^ is A Tutor op 
Truth. 



THl 



<)g(>0J^cSK«MtpC$9C«><«>0t9C$)0MMS^^ 

THE 

TUTOR OF TRUTH. 

cft><4xSoeJ9C*)^e95<*)cjo<flD<^ 

LETTER I. 

Helter-skelter Hall. 

Mr. Henry Hewson to Mr. Gabriel 
Hewson." ■ 

Brother Gab, 



A, 



.CCORDING to cuftom, 
I am to fend you joy upon the cajfton of 
grandfather's Jiealing off. As you and 
I were in at the deaths and got fuch a 
Twinging edition to our fortune, it would 
VoL.L B be- 
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be the mvjl ungrattfulleji thing in the 
world not to pray for the peace of the 
old fellow's foul, feeing toa, that his 
body is now out of the way. Our Par- 
fon fays, it behoves us xodireSi a bit of a 
monument to his memory : for my parr, 
I fee no matter in thefe fame monu- 
ments : none of the folk of our county 
need to be told what concerns old Hetd- 
idger H§wfon \ and fo, what's the ufe of 
making a long preachment^ and flourilh- 
ing away upon a marble flab, about a 
dead man ? Parfon prates fo much 
about gratitude^ that I begin to think 
he wagines we ought to tell it on tomb- 
ftone about our fortune. As 'tis a 
ftrange affair altogether, I have a good 
mine to do this — nay, I have already 
drawn up a piece of writing, which! 
fend you : let me know ,in your anfwer 
by Nicholas the carrier, whether 'twill 
do, and whether you will be half the 

money 



THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 3 

money towards the direSlion of the mo- 
nument, feeing as how, gold letters, 
and church mafonry, and indeed all bu« 
finefs about dead corpfejfes^ comes heavy. 
But yet, I think, we ought to touch off 
the old fellow with a few Souriflies, fee- 
ing that fomebody may do the fame for 
us one day or another. Let me know 
bow you feel yourfelf^ fince you became 
a man of fortune. Do you eat, flecp, 
talk, walk as you did ? — For my part—- 
but I won't tell you a fitlabel, 'till you 
anfwer me. I ihall only fay, at pre- 
fent, that I Bnd 1 am no more the man 
I was fince my fortune, than a hare i| 
like a hand-faw. Ncverthclefs, 
- I am, as much as ever, 

Your loving brother 
to command, 

Harry Hewson^ 

B 2 Pi S. 
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P. S. 

I i>tfV/ the gift of writing ; fo^ may;- 
be you wonU cafily bit of my letter : be- 
fidcs, my head aches with thinking 
r.bout my fortune^ and thcn> I am as 
ftiipid as a hound. Wife is turned a 
madcap, fo I don*c mention her, only 
juft to cell you (he an*^c the woman ihe 
%vas. 



The 
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The inclofed Epiuph, 

Intended by Mr. H.Hbwson for his graodfathei 

HsiDB:DGBft's Moaumenc 

Here (or Hereabouts) 

Lies Mr. Heidedger Henxfon^ 

Who having No Sen, 

Nor Daughter, 

To come aterf 

Didy when he was but bone and (kin^ 

Leave all to us, his next of kin s 

Wherefore this marble flab 

(Out of refpeft, 

To (hew we don't ncgleft,) 

Wat boilt by I, and Gab. 

Hbnrt Hiwsoir,. 
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L E T T E R ir. 

Mr. Gabiiel to Mr. Hehry Hi wsok. 

Sombre Hedges. 

Brother HEKftYy 

If any thing which relateth to 
that aweful period, to which ail human 
beings ar^'pi:ecipitating^:aoci' to which 
all that ^th pw/^tf //(?«■ niuft foon ar- 
rive—that period, whereto every thi-ng 
that, is now fporting in l\\t jollities of 
fanily mud fooner or later come — I fay^. 
brother, were it poflible for any thing, 
fo aweful, fo moral, fo moving, fo — 
all that — ;to fuffer the face to be upoa 
the fmile, I could ^rder upon the ftmper 

at 
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at certain tAirns in your epiftle. Tberr 

are fome few words in your favour mifr 

ijpelled t for inftance ^ the words f^tffw^ 

preachment y maginesr c^fejffis^ 6cq^ htH 

not yet come under tbofe eyes which^ 

have, from firft to laft,, dipt into twenty 

tho^fand cempofitionsi Neither is your 

epitaph devoid of in^uxuracies ^ tbere 

iKing neither pathoS' in your poetry^ 

nor chastity in your rhyme^i^U which ia^ 

abfolutely neceilary to the prefect times* 

JV^ /on docs not echo very mclodioufly 

to He^fon-: daughter and fltet might be 

improved: kin and Jkin arc fo ytty 

near, my d^ar Henrv^ that diey ab£> 

lutelyfeem one fleHl ^ their y#^d> are 

too fimikr : refpeSl zndneghSl may do: 

but Jlab and Gab are the moft prepofte- 

rou9 words that ever terminated in the 

way of verfe, fince rhyming began: 

nor is a tombftone, with any propriety, 

called a marble (lab. — No, Harry,. 

no— » 
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no — your meaning is, as k ought to be ; 
but, for your poetry, the lefs you have 
CO do with the Mufes the better: at 
kaft wait a little till my didionary 
comes our, and then if you have but 
a ray of Apollo, it will have it out 
of you i for I will take on me to fay no 
work exunt,^ that ij, or that JbaU be^ 
will give a Aan fuch a knack, or kindle 
in him fuch ^ furor Pbati^ as I may caH 
it, as my didlionary. 

As to the monument, I cherifh your 
Parfon's idea, and will readily pay my 
^Uota. Pray fubmit to your clerical 
friend, who, doubtlcfs, is a judge of 
thefe matters, the following infcription, 
'Tis written calamo currenfe, and there- 
fore its ;^»r///Vx are quefthnabUy but the 
idea is perhaps as competent as it fhould 
be. 

INSCRIPTION. 
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INSCRIPTION. 

The Tcndcrncft of Confangolnity» 

Warmed by BencfafUon, 

In the Borom of two Brotheit» 

J^iNar and GABa«sL> 

^ Hath caufed 

To be iiij^ented upon, the unconfcioua 

\- : Marble, 

Thefi^ Xetten of Gratitude 

To the Memory 

Of 

HixDBDCBR Hbwsok, Efqi 

Who, tho* baiking in the Btnignance of Fortune^ 

Was venerated by the Poor : 

^nd vrhokLofigevifjf tho' it brought on Jmiidllitjt 

Was not burthenfomo 

To his Family. 



IwiU 



10 THE TUTOR OF TKUTB. 

I will reply, brother Henry, by 
port, to the other parts of your letter. 
Nicholas waits for this, fo that 1 can- 
not be explicit, and befides which, I 
am as lirrk as you the man I was, tho^ 
I am, always^ 

Your affectionate brother^ ' 

Gabrxsl Hfiwsoii* 



LETTER 
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LETTER III. 

Mr. Henry to Mr, Gabriel. 

In anfwcr. 

It's a lye. Gar; it's all a; 
onfoundcd lye ; you arc juft the man 
ou ever was to a T : or, if there is any 
Iteration, 'tis ninety times- nine out of 
hundred for the worfe. You was al- 
ways a feller who run jambling round 
bout a ftory, and never come to the end 
»V ; you know you was. You always 
liked forty times more than needs muft, 
nd the devil a word did you fay to the 
lint, ater all. Thof you are a fine 
bholar, Tl make five words go better 
a bargain than you can, tep, at any 

time : 
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time: cufs me, if I believe you UB- 
derftand half you fay, yourfelf. Don't 
you remember, once at Skelter wakci 
when a lady, your partner, fainted 
away with dancing, and loft her hand- 
kerchief, you faid — I (hall never foi^ 
it — " the fudorifical drops Jiood on azxn 
forebeadj'* when the poor wench might 
have SWEATED (for that, it feems, was 
your meaning) her heart out for you \ 
for the devil an inch will you ftir when 
that flea bites, till all that is in your 
£uf3*d crinkum-crankum cranium comes 
out. And pray, wife Sir, who is obliged 
to underftand your grecuoi, latinum 
lingo, do you think ? / was not 
cramb'd with fuch conundrums when I 
was young, and I anS forry for it, now 
Tm turn'd of thirty. 

With regard 4:o the anfwer you have 
made me, 'tis no anfwer at all : inftead 
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t)f talking of your old grandfather's 
^ monument, you have been plaguing 
yourfelf with my no/on^ and Htwfon^ 
daughter znd afer J kinznt^Jkin^ Gai znd 
fiab \ though, if the truth were known, 
they ar« as good as your cilliiy and 
gevity^ nignance 2Lt\dL guinity^ and the like. 
And as to your ditlhnary^ it may go, 
for Harrt. To cut the matter (hort, 
brother, I wrote you a very civil, rea- 
fonable letter, and in return, you have 
fent me a cuffed thing of which I can 
make neither head nor tail, only I can 
fee plain enough that you think yourfelf 
a very clever fellow, and 1 no wifcr 
than I (hould be : for that matter. 
Gab, none of your family were con- 
jurors, and I don't believe you are the 
fenfibUfi o'um neither. But to come to 
the point: do you choofe to anfwcr my 
.letter? Saying I write like a fool, is 
faying nothing. I want to know whe-. 
Vol. I. C thei\ 
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ther, fetting afide your Greek arvi Latin, 
you are the man you was. I have rca- 
fons good for axing this, and if you 
don't like to make anfwer, why you 
have only to fay fo, and you never lliaH 
be troubled again by 

Henry H£Wsok. 



LETTER 
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LETTER IV. 

RoMRT De Grey, Efqj to Mr. Ga* 
BRiEL Hewson. 

Prudence Grceiu 
Dear Ward, 

jt ou did ill, to reply fo f^ 
vcrcly as you fccm to have done, to 
your brother Henry: literature, you 
know, is not his province, and be* 
fides, if it were, you fhould not touch 
him on a part where every man upon 
earth is fufceptible of fmart. A perfon 
may ever receive a wound, if you. aim 
at his underftanding. My dear and 
amiable Ward, Mr. Carlijle^ is lo aware 
of this, that, tho' he is never guilty of a 
C 2 fal^odr 
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faljhood^ I do not think he ever hurt a 
man in bis own ejleem^ in his life. I cx- 
peft you will pay fo much honour to aa 
old friend's advice as to make all u]^ 
with Henry diredtly. He is a vcfy 
honeft, odd man: you have read and 
lived to little efPfft, if you do not bc-i 
licve there are fome things to pardon in 
yourfclf. 

Adieu I 

Robert De Gam 



LETTER 
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.. LETTER V. 

'Mr. Gabriel ta Henry Hewsok. 

1 MEAN^ no ill natare to my 
dear Henry by my lad— fraternal tran- 
quillity is the firft wi(h of my heart; 
and I write this hafty note, to crave 
pardon' for having unintentionally of- 
fended him^ whom the feelings of a 
brother, as wcH as the foverrign laws 
of Nature, our impend mijlrefs^ conjoin 
to render dear as ** the ruddy dropsy'* 
Dhat ammaU the pulfe of 

Gabriel Hewson, 
W3 P.& 
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P. S. 

I will reply to your firft letter,, fully,, 
to-morrow } and depofit with you all 
the fecrets that are in the reccflb of my 
fouh 



y. f: 
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LETTER VL 

Mr\ HiNur to Mr. GABRrsL Hiwsoir^. 
Dear Gabby» 

JlLnough faid. I wi(h I had 
%told of your h^hd, that I might (hake 
ie: if it was not for thofe curfed Tellows, 
Ocraiesj Opbacksy Trully^ and Omarfy 
VihOj (bmecimes, put you almoft befids 
y^wrfilf^ I know we ihould never ex- 
change a wafto word. I lov'd you 
when you wa^ not worth a coat off and 
tt coat on : I like you neither more nor 
"kfi^now you are worth ten thoufand 
^ound. So write me all about what I 
^firC) and I wilt then tell you why. 

I am, in good will. 

Your loving brother, 
¥ - Henry Hfiwsovu 
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LETTER TO. 

Mrs. HxxAicrTA Hewms to Mifc 
Dz Gut. 

X ai pkafuie I czpeficd ti 
your company inis feafon at Hclcer 
Skcher Hall muft, of Deccffiry, br 
poftponed till the fummer following. 
Every thing is at fixes and foveas $ b^; 
fides wbich^ the large addition to my 
fortune makes it very improper I fhould 
fee my friends in the buggtr-mugger man- 
ner I did, while I was as poor as my 
neighbours. I have pofitively found out^ 
my dear De Gr£Y, that there is .not a 
fingle room in this up and down old 
maqfion fit to fifrin, much lefs to receive 

th«. 
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the mod delicate of her fex. But fince 
I am deprived of the pleafure I expected 
in having you with me, as ufual, I pro* 
pofe to commence a corrcfpondencc with 
you, that I may tell you from time to 
time how we go on in thofe alterations 
that I am rcfolved immediately to make. 
I defign to fit up the fweetcft retreat in 
the univerfe, your father's not excepted 
•— I fay reireat^ becaufe I (hall occafion- 
ally retreat to it : for, I certainly (hall 
not pafs my winters for the future out 
of Pali- Mall {that is, I think I have 
beard you fay, the beft quirter of the 
town) befides its having the double re- 
commendation of being the winter reli- 
dence of Mifs De Grey. 

Juft as I writ your name, I happened 
to look at the chimney-piece, and I ab- 
folutely thought it had undergone a per- 
feft change within this week ; as, in- 
deed,, 
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deed, in my opinion, hath every thing 
about the houfe. I cannot look at an 
objeft in the hall or the great gardes 
that does not difguft me. Heaven have 
mercy on me ! how they wanted jaftc in 
building formerly ! Such huge, horrid, 
outward doors^ ftudded with fuch mon- 
ftrous nobs of iron ;: fuch dreadful arches 
to every entrance, like the porches of 
ugly ftone-work before a church } fuch 
corners, Janes,, entries^ and alleys, run- 
ning like labyrinths through every room.: 
the fire-places fo large, the windows fo 
little, the glafs of them fo diminutive, 
thewainfcotings fo figured^ the beams fo 
bulky, and the paflagcs-fo dark and-dirty, 
that they feem built rather to be the dens 
for beafts of prey, than for fuch harm- 
lefs little creatures as men and women. 
Then the gardens are as hideous as the 
habitations: only to think, Lucia, of 
a cmfumed great motCj, divided only by 

anally 
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a xiafty drawbridge, running quite round 
the manlion, moil glorioufly cropped 
with duck-weed, and inviting all the 
fowls of the air to flap their wings and 
feed about us, to the great annoyance 
of fleep and every other comfort. Add 
to this, the gardens tbemfelves — I am 
now lifting up my head from the vulgar 
old table on which I am writing, and I 
am taking — I declare .to you, almoft 
with tears in my eyes — a view of our 
precious platform. I behold in pro- 
jpeft about three acres of ground, as 
completely murdered in the difpofition, 
as a modera^^rdener could wifh : eight- 
and-twenty yew-trees, interfperfed with 
an equal number of boxes and hollies, 
rife before mp, to whofe flourifhing 
fliades I am to attribute half the vermin 
that fwarm like a peftilence about us. 
Let not the abominable walls that fur- 
round our dwelling and its environs, be 

forgotten ; 
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forgotten 5 high above all height; browrt 
above every thing embrowned,— But I 
have not patience to proceed. And fliall 
I invite the lovely Lucia to this Gothic 
fcenc? No, Lucia, no; now that 
kind Fortune hath put it into my power, 
I will level with the duft this ruinous 
pile of building, and raife up in its ftead 
fo different a ftrufture, that thfe' very 
ground fliall ttiknk me for dreffikg it out 
fo charmingly. The moment I have 
coropleated my defign you (hall come 
and confefs I have a relifti for improve- 
ments. I have, this moment, the exadt 
image of my intentions. N'Where there 
are now mountains, will I make vallies ; 
where there are at prefent crops of 
nettles, or vulgar flowers that are to me 
worfe than nettles, will I fet rows of 
miics and beds of rofes ; rofes I mean 
of mofss that fcarce burft forth from the 
bearded bud, elegant, fmall, odorife- 
rous, 
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rous, and not fuch Baring, flafbing, 
old-fafliioned things, as Hgure away in 
our garden, that look as if the feeds 
were fown and the trees planted imme- 
<liately after the fall ; juft when all the 
l>cautiful in Nature firft felt the curfc 
tipon it. As to the yew-trees, I will 
xiot leave one of them alive, no not even 
that which is cut uito the form of a 
fugar-ioafj and, fo inveterate is my 
vengeance in regard to thefe, that I 
.will, yea even after they are fell'd — 
make the infefted wretches perform 
quarantine at a mile's diftance, in open 
air, before I will allow them the honour 
of being burned in my prefence : as to my 
old friend the mote^ with whom I have 
exchanged wacry looks, ever fince I faw 
him, I will caufe all his channels to be 
dried up, and terra firmay as brother 
Gab calls it, to flourifti about him. The 
drawbridge will I alfo remove; and, to 
Vol. !• D ibcw 
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fliew my diOike and ridicule of fuch an 
antique, I will fubftitute, by way of 
mockery and the mode, an ha! ha! in 
his ftead. Neither fliiall any part of our 
boufe furniture fare better, for there Ihall 
be a general clearance. Stags heads 
fhall give place to Hogarth's prints: 
family piftures, notwithftanding the 
Jarge ruffs on my grandmother's neck, 
the whifkers on my great uncle's upper 
lip, and the profufion of chitterlin on 
my god-papa*s bofom, "muft all yield 
to politer decorations — In fhort, I will 
create a paradife about me, and that 
without delay. In the mean time, I 
will commence the woman of fafhion, by 
giving orders never to be kta by any 
body but tradefmen, till I am all to- 
rights — not even by Lucia De Grey. 
How I fhall bring Mr. Hewson over 
to this genteel way of thinking, I don't 
know, particularly as he is not, you 

know, 
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know, the beft bred man in the worlds 
However, done it muft be — that's flaM 
for I cannot breathe any longer in fuch 
a place! Oh Heavens, how have I 
breath'd fo long I It is equally an affront 
to my perfon, my underftancjing, and 
my fortune! If any little ornaments 
ftrike you^ that may aflift my fcheme of 
embelliftiing, pray think of them in 
your next. I defign to call one of my 
new rooms Lucia^ Saloon. Pray,, there-, 
fore, let Lucia's fancy aflift me ia 
fitting it up. 

Adieu ! Adieu ! 

Henrietta Hewsok» 

P.S. 

Have you had any news yet of Cap- 
tain Carlisle? 
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LETTER \niL 
Mr. Gabriel toMr. Hbnry Hewson. 

Sombre Hedges, 

I Es, brother, yes : thou be- 
loved branch of the fame family ; thou 
dear fcyon of the fame ftock •, I again 
cohfcfs, I am not,, in any degree,, the 
man I was. This fudden gale of gay 
Profperity^ whofe beams are fo burnifhed 
to the eyc^ of fragile mortals, hath, I 
Gonfefs, a good deal interrupted the 
ceconomy of my former affairs ; which 
were too fcanty to diftraft attention, and^ 
too db^v2i6ifrom all circumvolutions to v^- 
quire much mathematical diligence. Two 
days before the fudden exit of him, to 

whom 



THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 29 

whom I am indebted for this weight of 
wealth, I was as ftill'and ftudious a man, 
as bachelorfhip and neat 64/. iis. per 
annum could make me. I had a* decent 
coUedlion of claflics ; I had Homer, in 
honeft fheepflcin binding •, Horace, 
with a little edging of gold ; and Ci- 
cero, my dear Cicero, with his name 
upon the back of every volume. I had, 
befides, juft fuch a houlhold, as fuitcd 
well the propenftU'es of my fequejlered no- 
tions. I had an old creature, who pre- 
pared my beverage, and was fo ufed to 
my humour, that (he always went out 
to cough, when I was at my ftudies : I 
had a toothlefs dog, that Oept away his! 
leifure, and was too feeble to difturb 
me by barking ; and my cat was the 
quietcft animal that ever purred at the 
elbow of a fcholar in a cloifter :• Sombre 
Hedges were exaftly to my paflion. 
The two prodigious trees,, whofe over^ 
D 3; Jhadowing. 
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Jhadowing ramifications fpread, ihtfublime 
of darknefs vijible over my cottage, gave 
fuch a fel'off to my ftudy, that I was 
abfolutcly the hero of an hermitage. I 
fat and read, till I fancied myfelf, in ihe 
fervor of the intelleSlual feelings^ a philo»- 
fopher in the (hades. In the dim hour 
of evening I ufed to be the companion 
of the^ footy-pinioned bat, and walked 
forth to meditate on the readings I had 
made in the day. I rejoiced in the 
name that the people of the village gave 
me, and I had a fecret pride in feeing 
them iri the twilight, ftealing a look at 
tie leatrned gentleman in the dark houfe 
i*th* midft of Sombre Hedges. I was 
juft lighting up my lamp, and fettigg, 
down to a chapter of Gicero, with Gri- 
malkin by my fide, when news of my. 
new honours, broke like too mighty a 
flood of light, upon the ferenity of my 
darknefs. I was dazzled, and knew 

not 
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net what to do. For want of habitude^, 
wealth, like a robe firll put on, and 
made not confonant to our ufual fqft)ion^ fat 
uneafy upon me. As^ my foul wa» not 
fitted to my fortune, neither was my. 
fortune fitted to my foul. I hit upon a. 
pafTage, where Tully, the prince of La- 
tian eloquence, recommended an equal 
mind in all revolutions \ an hour befarcy^ 
1 (hould have given to the very printed 
page an holy kifs of approbation, but». 
at prefcnt,^ Jt was no fuch matter: — I. 
was now to confider myfelf as matter of. 
ten thoufand pounds, and I was taken 
fo unawares that I trimmed my lamp in 
order to fee the will clearer; and when 
Lhad the misfortupe to find the things 
yn^s certain^ I was much agitated, andv 
crept at length into the clofet, which 
contained the wholefome bed of a fcho- 
lar, upon the fgrface of which I kid 

down, . 
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down, with a heart that 'throbbed, and 
a head that ach'd till the. morning. 

I rofe early, brother, but not to my 
accuftomed fatisfaftion, for I found my 
feelings were altered. Thofe fmall, but 
dear attentions, which the day before 
belonged to an eftate of 60 /. per year, 
were over. I could not any longerthink 
I was the proprietor of a fnug box, 
whenr the load of ten thoufand pounds 
fell abruptly upon my fhouldcrs in the 
ttimp. I never looked into a book that 
whole d^y, and to fay truth, T hardly 
thought there was a cover in my ftudy 
fit to come into the hand of a man of 
fortune. Was it not fome Demon, 
think you, that put it into my head to 
take down, three days after, the only 
coxcomb volume in my whole library?' 
and the fcope of this was to recommend 
tafte,. elegance, falhion, and commerce 

with. 



THE TUTOR OF TRUTH, jj 

\^ich men, on purpofe to give a Bnifhing; 
to the man of fpeculatton. With an 
avidity for which I defpifc myfclf, did 
I perufe this work quite through^ and 
from that moment I became a prophane^ 
excentric, diflSpated fellow. I faid unto 
the woodman. Fell me thofe horrid trcei 
that hide me from the blooming face of 
Pbcsbus\ downinftantly with thefe chil- 
dren of darkxiefs, that there may be lights 
I am afhamed to tell you, that I di« 
rcfted my windows to be cleaned 5 yea, 
even the Httle lattice that emitted fcarce- 
half a fun-beam into my library, and 
which was almoft vegetable with the 
over-growth of ivy, did I order to be 
laid bare to all the fplendors of day- 
Why fhould I conceal the moft egregious 
of my follies ? I have at this minute two 
artificers in my houfe, and perhaps the 
paflion may gain fuch fway in a few 
hours, that, by to-morrow, the coraer- 

ftone. 
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ftonc of the building may not be fufFered 
to (land. I am already not the dark^ 
gentleman of Sombre Hedges, but the 
poor ,fellow who hath, like a fwal- 
Ipw in the winter, emerged unfeafon- 
abljr from his corner, to blind himfelf. 
with light. Upon the whole, my heart, 
like my houfe, is totally difarranged, I 
pray Heaven, yours mzy be 'more com- 
pofed, and I hope to hear, th<it your 
hopes and happinefs ftand juft where.. 
they did, before the death of our kinf* 
man Heidedger. 

I am, dear brother, 

Your's, 

Gabriel He-wson. 



LETTER 
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LETTER IX, 
Mr. Hbnry Hbwson to Mr. Gabriel. 

In anfwer. 

Alike you ten times better 
than ever ; for I finds you arc as much 
altered as /am. There never was a 
more miferable dog than either of us. I 
dare not fay this before^ for '/car you 
ihould laugh at me; but now, that I 
find you are as flrange a fellow as my- 
felf, I tell you, without farther ^^rw^^/f; 
that I hant fhot a partridge this three 
weeks, and my dogs are yelping in the 
kennel for frefli air and their fport. 
People noV7 give me fo much joy 
when I go about, that I am quite 

miferable 
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miferable. My wife Hetty, too, has 
been at me about flitenefsy and bids 
me look in the glafs to fee if it is 
not a fin and a Ihame, for fuch a far- 
finable man as I to go fuch a figure, ind 
Ihut myfelf up in an old timber houfe 
among hounds and horfes, guns and 
game traps. She fays I fliould be a very 
Jigbtly man, if beard wai fmoothed oft- 
ner, and rufHes put on wrift-bands, after' 
the falhion of young Captain Carlisle, 
She fays, too, we might now alter our 
courfe of life, and live upon our wealth . 
like Mr* and Mrs. Somebody, in a dif- 
ferent guefs place than Helter Skelter 
HalL Upon this I clapt me on a clean 
ihirt, and a pair of filken (lockings, 
after I had doft leathern hunting 
breeches i and, viithout Jbammingy I ve- 
rily thought, what with the powder in 
my hair, and ribbon behind in beau- 
Joiot^ not forgetting black crevat, 

which 



THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 37 

which the jade tied fo as to make me 
look — I don'c know how — I Was one of 
your bettfrmoft pcrfons. As I was walk- 
ing along the large hall thus quipp^J^ old 
Dafhgrove, the fctting^itch, barked at 
me, as if (he did not known Mafter 
Henry thro* his finery, upon which.1 
lent her a douze^ to teach her how to 
behave to man of plitenefs : after this. 
Tippler the fpaniel came and fawn'd on 
me, leaving the track of her paws on 
my filken ftockings, upon which I fa- 
voured her alfo with fuch 2i flick that the 
poor thing howled for a quarter of an 
hour. In fhort, I can't help fpeaking 
bafl)y and taking a little upon me, more 
than ufual: and this was partly. the 
cajion of my writing you fuch a rough 
letter 5 for, 1 finds I am grown devilifh 
toucbey^ fince I came to be a great man ; 
and Susan, the maid, fays, I am not 
like to be much. the better for my riches; 
Vol. I. E feeing 
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fteing, that I have got tbewy and loft. 
my good-nature. I am :nioft confum- 
edly troubled to know wbal to ^;-and^ 
mayhap, that makes ma growl more 
than 1 otherwife fhould. Sometimes I 
tbiJ.k of giving lip my farm at Skelter, 
fometimes of buying racing hprfes ; 
fome times of making myfoU cujjfed gay 
'in the 'panll way; fometimes I have a 
mind to crackle it away in a coach ; 
fometimes to put worded of different 
colours on Joe Jobson's coat, and 
clap a cue to his head — But then again I 
can't help telling Hetty, this would 
be damn'd nonfenfe ifor a /<?//^r like I,, 
who have as good a. pair qf legs as ever 
worked upder a man, and who has gone 
rough as he run ibis many- a day< I wifli 
grandfather had thought, fit to let us- 
know what he meant to do for us about , 
four br five years agone^ that we might 
have prepared ourfelves to be gentlemen 

againft 
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againft. he died. With fuch warning 1 
don't doobt^but I fhould have been fcho- 
lar enough to deck myfelf off, to ftnit 
forth wirh a Irttle black bag at the end 
b*mc, and to have popp'd in and out of 
a carriage, Vci^jr decently : for, damn 
iti I know'hotv the thing lliould gify 
tho' I can^t fb ntatly ^^i? it. As to Cap- 
tain Carlisle, neither you nor 1 can 
ever expeft to cut the dajk, be cuts; 
*cafe why ? he was papp'd in piiUnefs^ 
a'ndfuckM civility in his cradle: befides 
which, he has travelled for it, far aild 
near ; fo that all the difference in that 
there matter lies only in the alteration 
ybo know! But for all thatf, if we could, 
when 'he'eomes froni ^r^^if (which Is to 
be foonV get />/^*]r ' conrtpany how and 
then, and take notice how he carries 
himfelf, how he talks, opens his lips, 
and the like, I don't doubt but we could 
make ourfelves no fmall fools, ia the 
E 2 way 
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way oibaviour^ when he is not by. At 
prefent, as I can't think of doing as I 
aid, bccaufe Hetty fays, that would 
be very unnatural ; I am horridly out of 
forts^ and know not what will be the 
end orCi. I think, as you are the bcft 
fcholard, you ought to write to Mr. 
De Grey bout it, caufe he had once the 
care of us, and, as the world fays, 
niade Captain Carlisle what he is. 

To live thus, is out of the queftiqn, 
fo pray think of mending the matter, 
Hetty is airing me another ruffled 
ftiirt, and fays, I muft fhift everyday 
now I am a man gf property. The 
linen is rare and hot, fo I muft ene put 
it on 5 h4ve only time, therefore, to 
fay, that 

I am 
Your afflifted brother, 

Hal. Hewson. 
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LETTER X. 
Mrs. J^fiwsoN to Mifs Dfi Gra^, 

V-IONGR ATULATE IHC J fing 

fongs of triumph: liotnel^ my 4^ D£ 
Grey J I have brought Mr. Hewson 
owtv XQ my poHt0*vfifi$eSy . 4 little flat- 
tery, and a lookiog-glafs/have com* 
.pleated the bufinefs. Ail the fiae 
things I defign^ ms^y ^ put in pradice^ 
aflifl: me, th^reforjc^ I; beg dF you, .t^bat 
I nj^y be p^rf^Sjy {U^OJit. Ey^ry hipt 
<)£ yoDr iqflf will be now welcome to thp 
itppatienc _. . 

, , ^Henrietta Hewson, 
E 3 LETTER 
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. LETTER XI. 

Captain Carlisle to Robje.rt 
De Grey, Efq; 



London. 



My dear Guardian^ 



X he fpirit of afFedion and 
duty made mc haften to leave the gar- 
dens of Italy, that I might be in time to 
enjoy the pleafures of Prudence Green, 
at this beautiful period of the year. 
That which was Rome herfclf, had no 
charms to attraft me> when the lure^of 
fuch a fociety, as that which your letter 
dcfcribcs to me, was thrown out for my 
heart. And, is it pofiible, that I am 
fo foon to return again to all thofe be- 
witching 
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witching fccncs wherein, I firft received 
thofe admirable precepts which have, 
hitherto, enabled me to refift temptation 
in almoft every form ? I am in London* 
Nothing can feduce me to continue here 
.beyond the timcthat is abfolutely necef- 
fary to my journey 5 fo that I Ihall be 
at Prudence Green almoft as foon as 
this fhort letter, which announces me to 
you : yet, if there fliould be a moment's 
advantage on the fide of the letter, pray 
employ it to tell Mifs De Grey, and 
the reft of your party, how lingeringly 
I (hall think the time, till I falutc them, 
lam, Sir, 

Your ever faithful fervant, 
And indulged friend, 

. Clement Carlisle. 



LETTER 
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LETTER XH. j 

From .the Same to Mr; tJASCEXLifc itt 
London. 

' Londaa« 

i.- . - ■ • 

Deal* Lascxllj's, * ' '; 

AM in the moft diftreffing 
Hate of mind in the WGrld*— the L^dy of 
the IMarquis of N. with whom 1 was on 
friendly terms in Italy, hath very inad- 
vertently,' and tmtlcr c-blotifof an attach- 
ment (^idi I nevier before difcovered) 
.followed xzie to England. To my utter 
aftoniQiment flie is now before ,me, too 
beautiful to be denied protedion ; and 
yet, in a fituation, on all hands too 
faijred fof me long to bellow it. She 

fct 
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fet ofF in a packet that failed, it feems, 
at the fame time pine did. She is in 
the habit of a boy : her hufband doats 
upon her. - She looks with the brightcft 
eyes into my face, while, with the moft 
perfuading voice, (he tells me, (he is in 
a (trange land, where fhe knows not a 
fingle Jriend. What is to be done? 
She came in upon me, juft after I had 
fent Mr. Db Ghey's letter to the poft, 
fo that it cannot be recalled, and truth 
requires my promifes Ihould be fulfilled 
—Bat the Lady muft be, fome way, 
accommodated, at lead, till fhe can be 
perfuaded to return to the Marquis. 

To your care, therefore, I commit 
her for a little time, and I (hall, in the 
evening, when I have reconciled her to 
this mode, bring the fair fugitive to 
your houfe, where, in the mean time, 
you will prepare your fitter, to receive 

her. 
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her. Tell her at once the ^n^i&, and 
depend on it, /i'^/iwiirevcf, in the ehd^ 
turn out for the beft. 

, Farewell. ^ -,. 

I am, ypur% 



i - 



••'•• <:i' 
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LETTER^ Xlll. 



From the Same to the Stmc. 

(4fter delivering the Lady fdtbt latter.) 

1^ ■ t . '• ■ . ■■ 

•■ I ^. .■■ ..... •; •• . . 
; . X WRITE ihiS) .tq my dear- 
La6C£IiL£s, wicb. a band, tb^r trembles; t 
for the fituation of your fair charge.. 
She difcovcred, methoug^t, as .1 ddU 
vercd her to you, an impatience of 
temper that may be f^tal. She talks of, 
her hulband with an ardour of refcnt* 
ment that 1 believe it is impo0ible fo'ac- 
compUflied a man (hould have deferved. 
I feel a compundtion,. not very unlike 
reproach, at being obliged to rcfufe hf r 
my addrefs. Do you not agree with, 
me, that ftrong marks of difapprobation 

were 
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were painted in her countenance, when 
I obferrcd, that all her fcntiments would 
reach me by inclofing them, cither 
fealed or unfealcd, to you ? I did propofe 
to have fet out this day for Mr. De 
Grey's, but I muft apologize for a 
little delay, becaufe I judge it beft to 
fee how fhe fettles with your family, and 
to write to the Marquis before I ven- 
ture into the country, where I had flat- 
tered my imagination with enjoying the 
moil uninterrupted happinefs. As (he 
is a native of England, you know, it is 
pofliblc you may, by fome means, 
trace out her relations, fome of whom 
arc, as I have been informed, in Lon- 
don*, and yet, till we have the Mar- 
quis's anfwer, it may perhaps be a more^- 
licafe pkcc of integrity to keep the matter 
outof every body's mouth, but the worthy 
family to whom it was necefTary to entruft 
it. On fecond thoughts, therefore, I beg 

the 
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matter may reft where it is, in your 
faithful bofom, and in that of Mifs 
Lascelles. In the mean time, if 
Augusta remains prudent and com- 
pofed, the whole indifcretion may be 
done away : every thing may be hufhed, 
and the Marquis be again made happy, 
without the confufion of being con- 
gratulated by people, who turn acci- 
dents into table-talk. For my own part, 
I dare fay, it will be eafy for me 
to convince the hufband that I dealt ho- 
nourably. At bed, the dilemma is very 
difpleafmg, and the only way left, is to 
a£t. in it, and to ftruggle through it, 
as becomes a man of prudence and 
principle. 

I have the great fatisfaftion to be, • 
Dear Lascelles, your's, 
C. C. 
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L E; T T E R XXV- 

Th€ Marchionefs of N. to Signora D. 
at Rome. 

Jl FOLLOWED him, my Viola^ 
I pradifcd to the very utmoft, my more 
than romantic refolution — I eluded even 
the vigilance of the Marquis — I never 
loft fight of the exquifite Carlisle — I 
furmounted every fatigue — I paflfcd 
every where, as a beardlefs youth of the 
Italian foili and I am now returned to 
thofe fhores from whence I drew my 
firft breath, and from whence I was fo 
-early carried to that part of your coun- 
try where he who is now my hufband 
firft faw me-i 

Yes, 
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Yes, Viola, I am here— *-I am m 
London. — I am within a Ihorc 'mile of 
the houfc of Carlisle. — But, alas! to 
what purpofe ? My paflion is in dc- 
fpairj my mode of gratifying it. hits 
been irregular — I blu(h at my weak- 
jiefs— but I am ftill weak enough to 
love — to love, Viola, with a fervor that 
is. equally my fhame and my agony. 
Yet, I propofe only to ht within his 
view— a fight of him — a touch of hi^ 
hAnd — his converfation— -his fmile,-^ 
Thefe were my ambition : violent as I 
•m, I tell you the extent of my guilt— 
:Buttb<:fc are already denied me. He 
has left ^^ ^^ charge of his friends, who 
are brother and fifter— they treat my 
misfortune with tendernefs — the fifter 
fpeaks warmly of Mr. Carlisle's vir- 
tues. I perceive that the words honcur- 
ablt attachnient afc favourites-^Confu* 
fion, Viola ! perhaps (he is— yet that's 
F 2 not 
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not likely — I will not have it fo, I 
could not bear it. At a village on the 
borders of Italy^ my fpeed brought me 
hear enough to fee him falute a female 
acquaintance; and though modeftyand 
reafon, all concurred to fanftify the ci- 
vility, yet I wanted dignity enough in 
my nature, to reilrain the execration 
which I uttered againft her beauty. No, 
no, it is fome comfort yet (cvea were I 
never more to behold him, which would 
kill me) — it is fome comfort yet, that 
his heart is without other aitachments. 

My condition calls for ten thoufand 
.comforts, and I forefee, not one will be 
allowed me— I have numberlefs circum- 
ftances to tell you, but I want eafe and 
compofure to write. The Marquis has, 
I fuppofc, left Rome in a rage. For 
the firft time in my life, although I 
have long defpifed him, have I taken 

advantage 
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advantage of bis confidence, but it was 
only to efcapc from the objeft of my 
avcrfion to that qf my fondnels— of my 
adoration. 

Perhaps the Marquis may fufpcfl: 
,evcFy thing I was fo cautious to con- 
ceal. Iffo, my dear Carlisle is in 
danger. I am not ignorant of the Mar- 
quis's temper, I have feh its violence 
— He ftruck me, Viola; the villain 
in his meannefs ftruck me ! I never 
Ihall either forget or forgive it. 

Carlisle in danger! — In danger I— 
for what — for his unparallelled integrity 
•—for his dignity — for his truth ? Ah, 
Signora, were he the moft guilty^ in- 
ftcid df being the moft innocent, of 
men, my romantic foul would take fire 
at the profpeft of his peril, and fet life^ 
fame, hope,, and Heaven itfelf, at a 
F J.., hazard 
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hazard to defend him. I am inter- 
rupted—Let my fecret btyour*s. 

Adieu for a little time, to 

The wretched 

Augusta N***% 



LETTER 
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LETTER XV. 

George Lascelles, Efq; to Capuin 
Carlisle. 

About two hours ago, Au- 
gusta very earncftly requcfted the ufe 
of pen and paper, which, you may be 
furc, * was direftly brought her. She 
hath (ince had wax and a candle, and, I 
fuppofe, will prefcntly defire a letter to 
be put into the Poft-ofEce — It may, 
very poflibly, my friend, be addrefled 
to fome friend of ber\ or your*s : in 
one cafe, we might, perhaps, were we 
in fojfeffion of the faSfs^ efcape danger \ 
and in the other, we niight, it is likely, 
get a clue to thole circumltances which 
would bring this difagreeable affair the 
' fooner 



poft, inclofe it for you 
tunity of aflifting us m: 

Adieu! 

I anj . yoi 
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LETTER XVI. 

Captain C a r l i s l s. 

In anfwer. 

. I OUR zeal to fervc a friend, 
muft have thrown you from your guard, 
my dear Lascelles; for, I am cer- 
tain it could not require more than a 
moment's recoUeftion to convince you 
of the impropriety of breaking a feal 
for any private pUrpofe whatfoever. 
Neither you nor I have, certainly, any 
farther controul over the lad^, than juft 
to entertain her as her condition may 
require, till (he is invited home by the 
Marquis, to whom I was preparing to 
write juft as your favor came to hand. 

Hay 
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I lay afidc this buGnefs, however, for a 
minute, juft to intreat you will fuffcr 
your fervaats to obey her wifhes, as you 
would, I knoW) order ' them to obey 
thewiflicsof , 

Your's, 

C. Carlisle* 



LEtTER 
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LETTER XVII. 

Captain Carlislb to the Marquis of 

N * * *, at Sigtior — -*s, 

in R*ome; or elfewhere. 

London. 
SIR, 

W ERE it not that your fitu- 
ation called rather for condolence than 
mirth, I could acquaint you, in very 
jocular language, of a circumftance that 
carries with it the air of an adventure 
in the days of chivalry. 

The heroine, or rather the lady-errant 
of this entcrprize, is your Augusta, 
who, taking advantage of your journey 

about 
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about the' time of my departure, was 
refolved to be even with you for the 
anxieties if feparation, and (q paid you 
in kind by taking a trip to England. I 
dare (ay (he intended, at firft, only to 
amiife herfelf with a fhort excurfion to 
deceive the time till your return : but 
the fpirited creature, with all that ardor 
which, you know, belongs to her cha- 
rafter, laid her plan of operation in fuch 
a manner, that, when (he was once em- 
barked, it was abfolutely impo(fibIe 
to retreat. She contrived the matter 
fo as to pafs upon every body for an 
Italian (tripling travelling to Eng- 
land, properly equipped for the opera 
houfe: the better to fupport which, 
Ihe was provided with fuitabie habi- 
liments, and above all, a diftinguifh-. 
ing kind of head-drefs, that malked her 
from every thing but the moft critical 
infpcdlion. It will demand all your 

bcft 
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beft opinion of my veracity, to credit me 
v^hen I proteft to you, that fhe efcaped 
wj notice through the whole journey, 
nor was I acquainted with any part of 
the circumftancc till, in compleating 
the projcft, fhe difcovcrcd herfelf to mo 
in my own apartments in London. It 
was not for mt to upbraid her upon the 
principle of the pain you was fuffcring \ 
nor was it proper (he fliould remain 
with one, who has not the honour to 
be in the married date. I therefore ad- 
vifed her to b^ as eaiy' a^ her reflcfc- 
tions would aUow, at the'houfe of a 
particular friend of mine, who has a 
filler that will prefervc her fafe, till (he 
is once more in the arms of her Mar- 
quis. The ftep (he has taken was cct^ 
tainly carrying the joke toofar, and, no 
doubt, (he herfelf thinks fo ; but when 
you con(idcr her youth, her high fpirits, 
her well-known fidelity to you, and 
Vol. I. G above 
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above all, the perils flie has fafely 
paflf^d, without a fmgle foul to proted 
heri .you have, I think, on the whole, 
rather more^ reafon to laugh it off as a 
frolic, t&an to chide her for it as an in^ 
proptiety. . , 

. Whatever podc of r^sceivingher you 
propofe fliall be attended to, and if you 
cannot come all the way yourfelf, I will 
fee that .(he is re-conduded to the bor- 
ders of Italy, or even to your very houfc 
in Rome,' or to that in Paris, if you 
judge.it neceffary. Your anfwer will 
detertr^ine me in every thing that relates 
to the lady, whom I have the honour, in 
tl^e mean time, to have in prote£tion« 
Be aflfur/ed. Sir, the truft is as fafe as it 
is facried •, and that I am, with all a 
friend's anxiety. Your 

Moft obedient humble fervant, 
Clement Carlisle, 
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P. S. 

Youp lady, Sir, ii ftt the Roufc of 
Mr, LAScfiLLfiSi in Bond-ftreeti Lon- 
don, wliither you will pleaiis to dlreft 
your reply i and where^ (hould you, on 
the prefent, or any future occafion, 
choofe to vifit London, I take the ]U 
berty of friendfhip to fay, you will bt 
cordially receiye()« 



G 2 LETTER 



The Marchionefs of h 

CARUtLE. 

(In^ftd fy Mr. Lt 

J. MUST fee yot>i 
but for five moments : bu 
very irkfome to you, I giv 
week to prepare yourfelf 1 
the mean time, your repol 
invaded by 

Your 
Avoi 



THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 65 



LETTER XIX. 

'Mr. Gabriel Hewson to Robbrt 
De Grey, Efq, 

' SIR, - 

IVly brother (dear to me by 
affinity of blood, and by the coadjbin-' 
ing bonds of a fettled friendlhip) my 
brothef and' I, Sir, have lately been 
miich inveloped /n the. deep abyfs of me^ 
ditatiffn. The additfens to out for-i 
tuhes, ' have, as is but too . generally 
the cafe, brought with them addU 
tionis' of earkifig. cartj and periuried 
rfJUiiion-^wc find it impofliblc to enT 
joy ourfelves as we. uiied to do^ be^ 
fore the benevolence of F.afe diftinr 
iguilhed us byiier fplendid favours^ My 
G J brother 



argument in Tully, We < 

thing ffibuld.be done to i 

tafy on us. We believe I 

do this for me, nor hounc 

In fine, we are follicitous, 

JiitrabU iegru of. amitty^ 

Kli& of thofe exterior 

which fo pirtitularly m 

Captain Car uatE, fron 

our acquaiatance. Wc ui 

Captain is .fliortiji to be ai 

Jind therefore; as your indi 

has very often preffed upon 

tation, we could, conjoin 

might be agreteik. ta your 

unfonant lo ytur- coHvenitm^ 



THE TOTpR QF TRUTffc 62 

is with you, that we may have the ad- 
vantage of making ourfelves very paff- 
able copies from the reiterated imtMtion of 
fo admiraii^ a» $rigiMl< My brother 
Henry and I, Sir, are very impatient 
for the honour of your anfwcr .to tbi$ 
our confequen^ req^/k 

Sir, Iam», 

Your*s reverentially, 

Gabrisi* Hewson# 
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LETTER XX. 

Mr, Henry Hew'son to Rob but 
De Ghey, Efq. 

Hon. Guardian that was, ' 

X UNDERSTANDS thatGAB has 
^fotvffi you of our tefolution to be bct^ 
Urmofi pcrfons; whereof the reafon's 
good and natural, feeing that we are not 
the folks we was\ feeing we are richer % 
cur ideerers are no more the fame they 
ivas than any thing, and I ha* put it 
inio*^ head to fee what hand may be made 
on xis^fuppqfin we had a good fightly marMl 
, Jbefore^ us. For certain, the Captain is 
as fine a pattern as need to be taken 
for any man's Jflmflu and you arc no 

fmail 



^ 



THE TUTOR OF TRUTR 69 

jTmall ^ool at making a bow yburfelf. 
You and he, therefore, are the men wa 
mean to cut out by, and my HiTTr 
would have no ^jeSion to make a (ample 
of your daughter, who, every body muft 
own, has more the jig of a genclewomail 
than any body within ten miles Viir. I 
lend thefe few lines by Joiy juft sodap 
brother G ab*s tetter, as it were^ on tho 
back, and da tbetbiAg m&nrfUu}f% 
fofy certainly, the mora /iM^Kf wriie 
to » man OM ^ one family, the more 
fe^)eAfuK W« underftands aUb that 
you are to have vifitors go lort^ over and 
above the Captain. Tba^ wc have no 
ibrt of r^i&HmtOi \r *calb why ? We art 
(bra for fartain^ noAe are* harboured at 
Prudence Green but your tip-top fpicie^ 
So much the better for wt\ 'cafe why 9 
A& we go on purpofe to make a hand 
Wk\ and get as much, as we can out of 
wttf boc^,» why wc can take one bit 
. ■ ■ ' • of 
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of ha.Yiour from one, anothei* bit front 
another, and fo on, till we are up CO the 
whole gig of the thing. Hbtty is 'enc 
liln:>Q(l: t^ady to fly over the nnoon upon 
(Oificiv df this«— (he's a ducedcuit one^ at 
V^kifkg%t\y thing in hand fhe has a mind 
to, artd.I furjpea {he'll pull the feathers 
ouLo£ the fine ones till (he's a^ pretty a 
bird a3 jdie beft of them. Td lay two 
o' my teeth to ^Ji0er j.thzt (he bridles 
aad bri^Ier to a nicety^ in lefs time t|ian 
I (hall want to make me doff hat with 
clec^ncy ; for» to tell you the truth, I 
have a cu£fed way of being ccver'd in 
Ci>mpftnyi and, I think, it's a pity you 
was not guardian of my maaniers, a^ well 
us my money.. — But I have faid enough 
to ihew you what I would be at, and 
therefore I have no cafion to make a long 
affair cnf^ like Mafter Gab,, who, I 
don't doubt, has muddled his brains 
never fo long, to write to, you a fine 
long rigmerol^ and pick and choofe words 

Qui 
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out of Mkfofmtrry. Mayhap I may be 
one of your better fort as foon as he, 
for all his fcholarlhip: not that I would 
have you magine^ 'Squire, I don't think 
Gab knows how to handle a pen : but I 
think a man may talk a little plainer than 
G AB : aye, and ttn^iten. little plainer too, for 
I doyi^^you, parfon of our parifh, who 
pUt on his gown at varjity^ has fome- 
times enough to do to make him eut^ 
^hen he writes his fiourididdUs to me, 
and Hetty (ays, he is no more fit for 
pUienefs than my dog Dafhgrove. But 
this \&atween ourfelves, 'Squire. I have 
written my piper all tbrougb^ purpofe 
'cafe you fhould not h^ fended^ and if it 
had been morel would iptf' gone to the 
end on^i^ I *fure you ; for you are juft 
the fort of man I like, and, after all, I 
don't know when I come to fet this over 
againft tbat^ whether I (ha'n't take more 
of the bcttermoft perfon from;'^?//, than 

from 



f 
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from the Captain himielf. I sim, with 
Hettv*s love to Mifs De Grey, 
Your dutiful friend 
to command, 

Henry Hewson. 

P. S. 

I think I would not have you fay to 
any of the folks at the Green, what kff 
Gab and I are upon; for, 'tis natural to 
think, gentlemen and ladles (who have 
bought breeding, and pliienefs dear) 
may not choofe to have, as it were^ their 
pockets pickt on't, by a couple of chirps 
who come a purpofe to carry off the i^ 
fori of 'm. I fbcwkl not like it mjk% 



LETTER 
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LETTER XXI. 

JVlifs Dz Grey Co Mrs. HewsoN, 

Dear Madam, 

JViy father is wricing biUecs 
of invitation to your hufband and bro- 
ther ; and he hath afligned to me the 
pleafing tafk of rcquefting you will not 
forget to join our fociety, which is to 
meet on the 30th inftant, when it is 
cxpefted the Green will be exceedingly 
gay< Befides Capuin Carlisle, there 
will be a Lord and Lady Blessing- 
bourne, and Sir Andrew Flight, 
their nephew : they are all perfons who 
are able to form the tafte, as far as it 
depends on fafhionable carriage. At 
Voi^ L H the 
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, the fame time, if you will take my ad- 
vice, it would rather recommend to you 
the perpetuation of your original con- 
tent, than any attempts at copied fplen- 
dor. But this is a fentiment out of the 
^ine of my commiffion ; and the letter 
you favoured me with will better be 
^nfwered in converfation, than upon 
paper. Do not forget the 30th 5 and 
remertibcr, in the mean time. 

Your moft obedient fervant, 

Lucia De Grey. 

P. ST. 

Mr. Midway is already with us. 



V 



LETTER 
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LETTER XXII. 
Olivxr -Midway, Efqi to Mr. 

T0W«»KND. 

1 HAD fcarce fet my foot on 
Prudence Green, vrben De Grey put 
into • my hand a letter which not only 
mentions the arrival of CAftListe in 
England, but his coming poft into the 
country. This news was confirmed by 
the charming Luci A, with a (mile upon 
her face. In my opinion, Townsend, 
a ielSer inUntioned fmile than fhe ever 
bellowed upon me. To be fure, an old 
friend hath a claim upon one's cordi- 
ality, and no man deferves fo large a 
ihare as Captain Carlisle^ — No man 
better loves him and his virtues than / 
H 2 do— 
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do— and, certainly, a fmilc upon the 
fubjeftof ^^^5/»^ him, was not wrong. 
—But why fo very kind a formation of 
the features ? why muft the eyes fparkle 
fo brilliantly on the occafioo ? why this 
rapture fo direftly upon the very front 
of his arrival ? — I have the tendcreft re- 
gard for Carlisle in the world, but if 
— K:dDfufion! — I nroft not be fportcd 
with — my paffion is too nice, too noble, 
and too near my heart for that. I muft 
look about me a little. 

. Adieu ! 

' YourV, 

OiirBR Medway". 



LETTER 
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LETTER XXIII. 

From the Same to Captain Carlisls 
in London. 

Dear Carlisle, 

After having told you in a 
few words, that you are as. welcome to 
me as ever was friend to friend, I muft 
alk you a qucftion, which, if you have 
time (as your laft billet to Mr. De Grey 
mentioned a fliort delay) I intreat you 
will anfwer by the poft, even btfore you 
come amongft us. 5fou are not igno- 
rant of my regard for Lucia : I have 
fent you, from time to time, fifty fheets 
of paper on the fubjeft. I have reafcn 
to think you are as great a favourite as 
H 3 oiyfclf. 



7« THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 

myfelf. No woman (hould dare to di- 
vide her heart. I iniilt upon an entire 
pafldon, or none. You know my hu- 
mour. I love you above all men ; but 
if you have, even in tbou^bt^ fupplanted 
me, let the needful be done without 
noife. Seconds are out of the queftion, 
when combatants know each other. You 
are as brave as Heaven. I am noi apt 
,to retreat myfelf. There was a fort of 
fatisfaflipn in Lucia's face, I mud ab- 
folutely have; e^lained. I have, in De 
Grev*s green paddock, the beft and 
fleetcfl; horfe in England at this time 
grazing— He kncws when I travel upon 
life and death — you underftand mc 

Farewell till I lee ycm. 

Your finceie frieod, 

O. Mjedway* 

P. S. 
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P, Si 

The r«ft of^Df GRBY*k party come 
to night : our laughing philofopher and 
whimiical wag^ SirAHPREW^ il ifl the 
groupc. 



LETTJ^ 



V 
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LETTER XXIV. ' 

Captain Carlisle's Anfwcr,. 

Jtlow can you, my dear 
Medway, ftill continue your cruel hu- 
mour? How few moments thinking 
would have been neceflary to fet your 
fluttering heart to reft on every fubjedt 
that concerns Ltjci a De Gret ! The 
whcmence with which you firft difclofed 
your paflionto me, and the lar^e ilrides 
you faid you had made towards gaining 
liER afiedlions, put an entire end to all 
attempts which, perhaps, might other- 
wife have been made by mc upon the 
fubjcft. Neither by look nor letter 
have I, ever fmce that time, addreifed 
My thing to Lucia that aimed at her 

beart> 
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heart, and your three lateft letters 
(which came to my hands in Italy) 
wherein you aflurc nic, your tcnderners 
for that lady is fully returned^ put fuch 
an additional check upon my conduA, 
that I looked upon the bufinefs as too 
far gone for any third perfon, except 
Mr. Db Grey, who, ic feems, ap« 
proves the match, to interfere without 
kifamy. Befides that I fhall embrace 
yoQ ihortly, I have juft now fuch a kind 
of engagement to fulfill, that' I muft 
apologize ibr^haviog replied to your 
letter to baftily. I am, as for many 
years I have been, 

Dear Mbdway's 

affeftionate friend, 

CZ.SM£NT CARLISt.B« 



LETTER 
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LETTER XXV- 

Captain Carlislb to Georoe 
Lascellbs, £fq« 

What is to be done now, 
my dear Lascelles ? — a circumftance 
faacb falkn out, even worfe than the 
affair of Auousta. Mr. Ds Grey 
forgot to inform me, that the only per- 
fon whom I fhoul4 not meet. at Pru* 
dence Green would make a difttnguifhr; 
cd member of his fummer fociety ! But 
yet, how Ihould he imagine it was ne- 
ccflary to apprize me of it^ knowing, as 
he does, of our long friendlhip, and 
no$ knowing there is any delicate matter 
on which it depends ? The nature of my 
difficulty will appear to you better, when 

I tell 
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I tell you Midway is of the party- 
Ms dway, the moft generous, pofitive, 
good-humoured, quarrelfotne man in 
the univerfc — Mbdway, whofe fenfibi- 
lity of honour, and jealous mifconcep- 
tions, expofe him every hour to a ha- 
zard of his life. If you have ibrgot my 
^tuation with this flaming hero, the 
inclofures will revive the whole tracl? of 
the ftory in your memory. Had I not 
apprehended that he was to pafs the 
fummer in Oxfordfhire, I fhould, by no 
means, have accepted of an invitation 
even from Mr. De Grey; nor indeed 
fliould I, by right, have left Italy till 
the fecrct caufe of my going thither be- 
came Mrs. Medway, and had retired 
with her hufband from Prudence Green. 
As the good of fociety is no way con- 
*" ccmed in the communication of this my 
private bofom fecret, no man but Mr. 
Lascjblles is trufied with it. 

As. 
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As to Augusta, I am glad to find 
(he is fo well reconciled to our laft con- 
verfation. Your fitter uwU certainly, by 
her enchanting treatment, make atbch 
rough convert cf her ; and at leafi: keep 
her quiet without more interviews till I 
get the Marquis's anfwer. Were it noc, 
therefore, for Me dw ay's afiair, I fliould 
now go down to the Green in high fpi- 
rits. With regard to Lucia, I confider 
her fo much the property of another, 
that I could certainly meet her unaiarm* 
/i/, were not that other under the £une 
roof. 



ffe 
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Ths In CLOSURES, 

(Being letters received formerly from 
Mbdway.) 



LETTER 



Dear Carlisle, 

Y ou know many of my fe- 

crctS} fo now take the greatcft I ever 

had. I love your guardian's friend, 

Lucia De Grev : to this fecret add 

one more, Jhe loves me j I have the beft 

efreafons for faying fo. My fortune is 

good. Pray help me in this affair with 

her father. 

Your's, 

O. Medway. 
Vol, L I LETTER 
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LETTER . 
From Mr, C— 
In anfwer. 
Dear Mbdway, 



As the afFedllon betwixt you 
and Mifs.DE Grey is, you fay, fnuiua% 
it (hall never be interrupted, but, on the 
other hand, /promoted^ by 



Tour's, 

C. CAR1.ISLE. 



LETTER 
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LETTER . 

Dear Captain, 

X HAVE tnore and more caufe to 
interpret LuciA*sconduft in my favour. 
De Grey, I know, leaves all thcfe 
points to his daughter's prudence i fo 
that, although my notion of fuch a 
tranfaftion is to keep it quite privafe/iill 
the day of marriage (even though that 
marriage fhould not take place for feve- 
ral years) I defire youy as a friend, to 
confider Lucia as the conlralted fpoufe 
of 

Your's, 

O. Medway. 
I 2 The 
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The ANSWER, 

Dear Mjedwav, 

A$ you have» doubtlefs, the 
mod folid foundations for fpeaking wick 
fuch ftrength and certainty <^ the fub- 
jeA an queftiOn, I take it for granted, 
the lady*8 beari is wholly fet upon the 
fMt€b ^ I do not therefore fee that your 
happinefs depends upon fecrecy. How- 
ever, fince you enjoin nie to privacy, I 
will humour your fingularity fo far as 
to obey you. 

Adieu! 

Clement Carlisle. 
LLTTER 
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LETTER XXVL 
Mifs De Grey to Mifa Lascelles. 

Prudence Grccn< 

XIe comes! becomes! — this 
night he will be here — yes, my dear 
Lascelles — Carlisle will this very 
night be here; but, perhaps, your bro- 
ther, his old friend, may have already 
heard from him. We all wifh for him' 
with the fondefl: impatience. Even the 
impetuous- MiiDWAY acknowledges him^ 
to be a man of tjie fined honour in the 
world. By the bye, Caroline, that* 
Medway is a ftrange being; 1 know 
not what to make of him — he is always' 
t>cggir»g nie to fmile upon him, and 
when 1 do fmile, he whifpers in my 
I 3 car, 
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car, *'hu{h! hu(h! my dear foul, hufh! 
don't /peak about it — a fmile is enough; 
a fmile is enough.** He came to me 
yefterday evening in the garden, and 
muft needs change flowers — I agreed to 
his humour, and he cried out (in a 
tranfport that almoft frightened me) 
" fuch a little tranfadlion as this, with 
thofe who aft upon terms of honour, 
binds the bargain as firmly .^s the 
bonds of Hymen.'* He may be a very 
gallant man, my dear, but he is the 
ftrangeft creature I know, for all that, 
and though our acquaintance is of two 
years Handing, he is as much a riddle 
to me as even The beft part of him is, 
that he is the friend of Carlisle — /am 
Carlisle's FRIEND too, but I fliU 
enjoin you not to hint this to any crea- 
ture breathing. A little before I firft 
faw Medway, I really thought Car- 
lisle had an afTc&ion for me ; but 

many 
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any things have concurred fince, to 
irfuade me, that I am not only indif- 
rent, but difagreeable to him. His 
icurfion to Italy ^ above all other things, 
mfirms this.— 'Ah, Caroline! how 
in fo gentle and fufceptible a heart as 
IS be infcnfiblc to— But I have done. 

Adieu ! 

Lucia De Grev* 



LETTER 
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LETTER XXVIL 

Mr.DE Grey to Captarn Carlisle. 

Prudence Green» 

W ELCOME, thrice welcome 
to your native (here j welcome to thofe 
fhades which are now blooming at your 
arrival. I have this minute attended 
Lord and Lady Blessingbourne, and 
their nephew the antic Sir Andrew, 
from their carriage. Medway, allb^ 
is with us, and your old neighbours 
Mr. and Mrs. Hewson, with the ftu- 
dious Mr. Gabriel. Lucia fays^ 
vrhen you afe come down, we Ihall have 
quite a company of centrajis : there may 
be, for ought 1 know, fome truth in the 

ol)fcrvation ^. 
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obfcrvation ; at leaft, there is a pretty 
oppofition in fome of the charafters, I 
am fure* Mr. Gabribl is no bad con- 
traft to Mr, Henry: Lord Blessing- 
bourne and his Lady are not amifs, in 
, the fame way : LtrciA and Mrs. Hew- 
aoN have a marking difference 5 and I 
very well know bow and where the dif- 
tin£lioti i« to be made betwixt Mr, 
MeD'Way and Captain Carlisle. 1 
hope, by the time this reaches you, alt 
impediments to your journey will bet 
paft, and thac I fliall have it in my 
power perfonally to affure you, with 
what unalterable truth I am 

Your friend and (ervant» 

R. Da Grey; 



LETTER 
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LETTER XXVIIL 
Sir Andrew Flight to Mr. Heath* 

COATB^ 

CJh! jojr, joy, give me jojr 
without end, my dear Heathcoate f 
Such game, fuch fun, fuch a fummer 
is before me, that neither you or I can 
poffibly want amufement. Prudence 
Place is abfolutely crammed with the 
entertainmeat which, of all others, you 
and I moft adore ; even with the plea- 
furcs of ridicule. There are ho Icfs thaa 
three originals in the houfe, befides my 
uncle and aunt, who, even yet, are not 
entirely out of date. Here is a farmer 
who would be a gentleman 3 his wife,, 
beautiful as Venus,, who would be a 



\ 
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iady. The farmer's brother, who, tho* 
neither fi(h, flefti, nor fowl, defigns to 
be a fcholar; and my dear aunt and 
uncle, who are magnificent, fuperb, 
high-bred — nothings at ail. With fuch 
a groupe, (not forgetting that fon of 
the feven Furies, Olly Miedway) if 
I don*t have fome precious fport, and 
fend you from time to time fome fhects 
full of fun^ why then I have loll py 
knack, and nature tries to entertain me 
in vain, this fummer. That's all I fay 
on the fubjeA. 

As to Lucia De Grey, and her 
dad, they are quite upon the grave order 
you know, and a man may look at their 
tempers for twelve months together, 
without finding a tittle that is ludicrous ; 
fothat, I fear, we* can fcarce rank any 
of thefe amongft our fources : no mat- 
ter, ridicule is pregnant in every mo- 
ther's 



96 THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 

thcr*s child of the otbersy and you may 
cxpedt to have a di(h of the dear, dear 
ridiculous (to me more palatable than 
ortolans) at leaft everjr fecotid poU-day. 
But, heighty-teighty, who have we 
here ! What figure comes prancing 
down yon avenue, majcftic as the oaks 
which (hade, and debonnair as the fkies 
which encanopy it ! It gains upon me as I 

^ furvey it from the window. Thofe little 
animals called men, when mounted upon 
the backs of thofe larger animals called 
horfes, are proper objedts for the fport- 
jngs of fuch fpirits as our's, my He ath- 
00 ATE. But, in this particular inftancey 
in this mdft brilliant exception, there is 
no hinge whereon to faften a joke : this 
objeft looks like a man even while he is 
beftriding a beaji. His hair is caught 

J by the gale — his proportions charm 
away, the very genius of hurlef^ue. I 
have not a jdfl: in my imagination to 

throw 
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throw at him. No fun in this vifitor 

neither ! He alights Zounds, 

Heathcoate, this fellow hath found 
out the art of difplaying the graces in 
getting from his ftirrup : the very horfe 
feems confcious of his burthen : he 
gives a paw of reluAance at quitting 
him. The family are all flocking about 
the ftrangcr — what prince — what deity 
is it who can thus actraA univerfal at- 
tention, and turn my defcriptions out of 
their accuftbmed channel ! 

.1 inuft lay down the pen to enquire. 



Voi,, I. K h 
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In Cofitinuation. 



Heathcoate, could you poflibly 
believe it ? — The very image of one of 
my oldejl acquaintances, yea even of my 
llhoolfellow (who was a clever ftllow 
when I was a dunce) had quite left me— • 
yes, Heathcoate, fu<jh improvements 
are made in every part of Captain Car* 
/j^^'j^v^r-handfome perfon, that I knew 
him not, till another of his ornaments 
(melting from his captivating voice) 
brought him again into my memory. 
One would think there could be no 
great matter of attraction for fuch a lu- 
dicrous being as I, in feeing a young 
man pay compliments to a parcel of 
people, who were prepared for fuch ci- 
vility; and yet, by my foul, I flood 

gaping 
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gaping at this falutatioh, as if I was as 
young a beginner as the Hewsons. 1 
queftion, whether the god of Breeding 
himfelf could have pulled off his hat with 
fuch an air-^then his attention was fo 
properly i/(/ifr/i'«/r^— Zounds, Heath- 
coATSi his bows went through the very 
fouls of the women— But what have / 
to do with fticb a fubjeft ! — Carlisle 
is. come to make us all look ugly in the 
eyes of the wenches, and fo there is an 
end of it.— 

However, for this difappointment one 
way^ I am refolved to have full meafure 
of revenge another: fince a brighter fun 
appears, and / can only be in'lhadow,^ 
I am determined not to be difgraced 
without vengeance. As I cznnot Jhine^ 
I wili laugh moil inordinately ; and I 
here fwear by the rubied lips of Lucia 
De Gre V, that I will enjoy every thing 
K 2 that 
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that ridicule can fairly catch at through- 
out all the flowery regions of Prudence - 
Place. Neither man nor beaft fliall 
cfcape me, if either leaneth, yea but 
ever fo little, to the ludicrous. . This 
vow is fealed by the fanftion of Jupiter; 
1 nod, and knit my brows upon it. 

Your^s, 

Andrbw Flight. 



LETTER 
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LETTER XXIX. 

Captain Carlisle to George 
Lascelles, Elq. 

From Prudence Place. 

1 AM arrived fafe, my dear 
friend j but frefli cmbarrafTments rife 
before me. I was more afFe(5led at the 
fight of Lucia De Grey than I ought 
to be. Amidft all the air of general 
gaiety, the eyes of Medway were in^ 
tently fixed on me the whole evening. 
Much of what is commonly called///;;, 
paflcd at the fuppcr table, at the ex- 
pence of two or three foolifli people, 
who are out of theip element. — Neither 
Med WAY, nor Lucia, partook of this.. 
K 3 Th«, 
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The night, however, clofed harmoni- 
oufly J and my return to Prudence Place 
was honoured by a general bumper of 
Burgundy. But, about ten minutes 
after the company feparated for the 
night, Medway's valet tapped at my 
door^ and prefented the inclofed billet : 



To 



THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. loj 



To Captain Carlisle. 

I CAN'T Qcep, Dear Carltsli, 
without afTuring you that I am now 
fully fatisficd of your conduA. I 
looked at you for more than two hours, 
and I don't think you addrcflcd to Lu- 
cia (my Lucia) any glances of con^u^ 
pifcence. This is the greateft obligation 
in the whole world to 

Your*s, 



If 
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If this profpedl of being perpetually 
tormented by the vigilant jealoufies of 
this hot- beaded man continues, ^nd if I 
cannot fo far matter my own fenfibilities 
on a certain occafion, my ftay in this 
quarter will certainly not be long. It 
is living under a double imprifontnent 
both of foul and body. INor, till the 
Marchiohefs is gone, can I, with pro- 
priety, repair again to your houfe. The 
rule of my life hath ever been, not to 
throw myfelf unncceflarily into the path 
of temptation. It is to tny feelings (which 
are always poignantly wounded by the 
lead (haft oi felf -reproach) as well as to my 
fenfe of religion^ that I owe efcape from 
many a mifchief into which I otherwife 
might fall. I pique myfelf a little upon 
the virtue of making a feafonable retreat. 
My fenfibility tells me now^ that I am 
here in danger: I Ihould be, by no 
means, in a road abfolutely fafe, if I 

were 
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were with you. It will require fome 
adroitnefs to difentangle myfelf. If 
matters do not mend, I muft alter my 
prefentaddrcfs ; although, were my beari 
quite eafy, I could be well enough 
amufed with this motley groupe at Pru- 
dence Place, and enter into every inof- 
fenfive levity with the moft ferious fpirit 
imaginable* You fee, by the air of mjr 
letter, that at prefent I can neither write 
or fpeak with certainty of aiiy thing. I 
can only fay, in general terms, that the 
joys I anticipated, like mod things fore- 
{tailed, do not fparkle in the cup fo 
brifkly as I expefted ; they are dafhed 
by fome bitter difappointments. I have 
a paflion fretting my heart, which hath 
no lawful right to lie in my bofom. I 
feel it to be the tyrannizing ferpent; — I 
fmart under the fharpnefs of its tooth, 
and yet, like the man in the fable, I 
fofter it. I>o you not think, my Las- 

CBLLSS, 
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C£LLEs, that LuciA^s paffion for the 
boifterous Medway^ is a little inconfiffi- 
ent with that uncommon delicacy and 
gentknefs which feem to mark her own 
mind ? But there is nothing fo idle af 
an attempt to decypber the hierogly- 
phics of love. Mr. Midway U the 
goan of her choice »^ Mr. Midway \%% 
therefore, not to be queftioned upon the 
fubjeft of his fuccefe, 

I am your'Sy 

C. Caruslc. 



LETTER 
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LETTER XXX. 

George Lascelles, Efq; to Captain 
. Carlisle. 

(Previous to receiving the above.) 

It touches me very nearly to 
be fo foon under a neceffity of tranf- 
mitting to you a letter from our fair 
lady, which, if I may judge from the 
air of anger with which it was given, 
does not contain the fentiments of a 
quiet difpofition. Previous to your com* 
ing here the other night, I faw through 
the little artifice of htr drej/ing at you in 
full tafte : it brought to my mind that 
fweet line of the poet : 
** Now aweful beauty put$ <tti all her charms.'* 

Notiwithftandbg 
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Notwithftanding this, you had fortitude 
of rejijlance fuperior even to her beauty. 
How you are able to do thefe things is 
wonderful : for my part, I fairly con- 
fefs, if 1 knew any lady, of any country, 
half fo lovely, and half fo longing, I 
certainly (hould fuffer any little fcruples 
I might haVc to be foon over-ruled ; and^ 
were it in my power to make fuch a wo- 
man happy, happy flie iHouW be. As 
to the Marchionefs, ihe hiihdtt enough 
in her eyes even to talk doWn the conti- 
nence of an anchorite. Not that I blame 
your virtue, or accufe your tafte. Na, 
my dear Carlisle*, I admire both ; I 
look up to the one with envy, to the 
other with defpair. But this is no time 
either for comment or compliment : the 
Marchionefs*s letters to you ought in- 
ftantly to be forwarded, fince, froto the 
peculiar vioUntis of her temper, a mo- 
ment's delay might produce the mod 

difagrecable 
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difagrceable confequences. My filler 
wilbes every hour for the Marquis's 
letter^ although it isimpoifible he (hould 
get your^s for fome time. The two la- 
dies parted from each other yefterday in 
tears. * I am not yet mafter of the 
meaning. Caroline's confidence is 
impregnable i unlefs Aie thinks it ri^bi 
todifolqfe any matter, her deareft friends 
would not be let into the fecret. 

Farewell. 

GSORGK LA8CBttSS« 
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The Marchionefs to Captain ' 

curfemjtfete,thit.hath-i«ftft 
H^;;« I not reafon tooT to 

' tne moft hateful man i,.,^ 
fl^^eYoratSeWrj:; 

the bonds of death ? The c 

counterbalancing argun^ents, I 
J:^stB, are all on your /ide. an 
f^ my pleadings are .U 2 
tide. But 1 fep oM .1 . ^ 
„„ ,„ "' ^ 'ee au that IS tohj 
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Eondort aplrtmentsV-^^our friends Snll 
grow weary of m&,^aridi JKaiTriJe ip Atter 
defpair. Ah t wlvat a foundation • hav« 
I for fuch fufpicion'sl How jcgttingly 
cold was' the air tN^ifh Whicfr'^ou laft ad- 
drcfled me! Ho* cau^ioufly cruel your 
civility !^ — You fook" my hand, ttit 'it 
trembled as if at the couch of infedidD, 
while mine, on the contrary, throbbed 
' with a violence* that denoted the agita- 
tions of my heart. Your whole dif- 
icourfe was '^^a^i«/ J or, if it ever be- 
came partieulafy it turned upon my 
hulband— the mod detefted of all (ub- 
je6ls.. But this was not enough \ you 
dare not truft yourfelf with me alone : I 
am reduced to fuch infamy that it 
was neccflary to converfe with me in 
the prefence of a third perfon; that 
third perfon, too, muft needs be a wo-^ 
tnan. But you were ^deceived : I did 
not in that complotted interview Ihew 
L 2 myfclf 
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myfelf fo abandon^cd as yoy expected : I 
w^ oonfcious of the deepncfs of the tri- 
utnph^.aDd I fell before it. My fiui- 
ation is not even yet, perhaps, quke 
erafed from your memory. You recoi- 
led fome part of my confufion. I con- 
jure you, however, Mr. Carlisle, by 
love, and I charge you by what is due 
to diftrefs, not to infulc her whom you 
canoot redrew. Pity is.ac leaft my <duci 
and wheh you are not difpo&d to'beftow 
that, fpr honour's iake, .do not fubfti- 
tute contempt. Pray what is to become 
of the unfortunate 

Augusta N***? 



LETTER 



/ 
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LETTER XXXII. 
Mifs Ds Grey to Mifs Lasoelle^. 

VuIh, my beloved Caroline! 
Mr, Carlisle is at our.houfe, and yet 
I am more wretched than I was before 
his arrival. He certiinly decefts me. 
He fpeaks in form/ and though he can 
never lofe his politenefs, which is a pare 
of his very nature, .yet he has wholly 
lofl his friendfhip. 1 low can I poiTibly 
have forfeited this ? We were bred up ^ 
together, you know, Caroline ; al- 
ways in the fame houfe, for feme time 
in the fame cradle : it is to Carlisle I 
owe my early rellfli for reading,, and t 
•very better ornament. Nothmg could '- 
pofTibly be mor^ cordial^ or more fami- 
L 3 liar, . 
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liar, than we were formerly. Wherefore 
hath he robbed me of his attention — of 
his Irotherly attention ? — But, I fuppofc 
he hath been fortunate in his luilian ah 
tachments — th» friendfliips of a warmer 
clime are, doubtlefe, more attrafting 
and more animated. I know not what 
to think. Certainly, Mr. Carlisle 
never gave me reafon to imagine I ^as 
more in his tf^ttm than — than — tban^. 
But why dp ftalk, Caroline ? he ab- 
fotutely doe* every thing biit flatly 
• fliun me. 

To increafe my vexation, that tirc- 
fome wretch I^edway becomes more 
ftrange than ever. Half an hour ago 
he put into my hand the nonfcnfe I ia- 
clofe : 



7# 
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*^ ^p tbefaireft andfaithfulUJir 

" If it was oeceilary for people of 
honour to make fpeeches, I could make 
many about your good fcnfe, &c. — But 
enough upon that fubjcifl— Let not the 
tell-tale goflips of the air talk of my 
whereabout: filence has the mod mean- 
ing : r hate noife« I write this to tell 
you that I had no obje<5lion to your 
laughing laft night at the Hewsons— 
though 9 had any man breaching laughed 
half fo much at me, I would have fenc 
him upon a meflage to the moon — but, 
no matter — hufh — it is to my content 
that you Ihould be as pleafant as you 
pleafe— Burn this — walls have ears- 
worms have eyes— You undcrftand me. 

O. M.** 
Surely 
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Surely the man is a fool ; , but I am in 
no humour to comment on his abfur- 
dity. — For Heaven's fake write, Cako- 
UNE, to 

Your very unhappy 

LuclA De Griy. 



LETTER 
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LETTER XXXIII. . 
Sir Andrew FttoMT to Mr. Hisath* 

COATS. 

Ha! Hal Ha! Hal~0!i 
kugh, thou divine cure for every care i 
thou celeftial convulfion, let me enjoy 
thee I and let me at the fame time fhew 
my generoficyi by fharing thee with my 
Ifriendl 

I have laid a plot, my friend, fucb a 
plot as will cnfure thy felicity for a 
month : you are to have two new cor- 
refpondcnts, fuch as before never ho- 
noured thee, and I beg thou will pay 
proper refpeft, and make thy refponfes 
in due and decent form. Not a word 

more 
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more till thou heareft farther of this 
matter from anotlier quarter. In the^ 
mean time let me end as I began^ with 
one of thofe ever-delitioUs iurjisd>f tk- 
Jiul^ which mark the conftitutlon of. 

Vottf 

^ Ahohwrt Flight. 



.: ; '^^h) 
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• LETTER XXXIV. 
Mr.'GAPRiEL Hewson to Mr. Heath- 

COATE. 

S I R, 

^ 1 HAVE juft been informed 

that you take a liberal delight, and a . 

generous jay, in being a witnefs to the 

progrefs of any gentleman's inftruftion; 

and the worthy Sir Andrew, with affa^ 

biUty ineffable^ and cemplaifance correfpond- 

ing, has affurcd nrie, that you are of 

opinion the talents will receive a quicker 

polifli from leUer-wrUingy or the art 

epijiolary^ than even by reading or con- 

verfing : he adds, that although my 

improvements have been confiderable, 

they would make double imprefTion, by 

being 
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being communicated in writing to an ia- 
gemous abfent perfon. Now, Sir, It hap- 
pens that I am thought to be ihc^mofl: 
enlightened man of my acquaintance, 
which I fhould account unlucky, was 
I not comforted by the idea given me 
by Sir Andrew, of finding in you,. Sir, 
a perfon who will kindly reccire my 
fentiments upon breeding, as I am 
enabled to pick them up from- time to 
time. I fhall enjoy by thcfe means .a 
double honour and advantage ^. and. I 
wait only for your kind permtflibn ta 
commence^ 

I am> Sir, moft profoundly. 
Your obedient 

Gabriel Hbwson. 

P. S. 

My brother is fetting pen to paper, or 
at leaft deftgns fo to dofoon,. for a-fimilar 
boaQur. 

LETTER 



THE TUTOR OF TRUTH, 121 



LETTER XXXV. 
Mr. Henry Hewson to Lord Bles- 

SJNGBOURNE. 

My very good Lord, 

.^ z*0ie'ac2LVtr bme^ before I ventui^e 
./f^UrQodri juft ^s your Lordfliip may 
have fcen a parcel 9f young birds fly, a 
few yards backwards and forwards upon 
the neighbouring hedges, before they 
are fo.bpld.as to lofe fight of their neft. 
This 'I find by your nephew is a Jimula- 
riuSy fo that you fee I have' got fome- 
ihing already. But the meaning of my 
writing to your Lord (hip is, as I ba* 
got a corrcfpondcnt for felf, that I may 
A^pL. J. M get 
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get one for my Hetty, who is fo much 
improved fince (he came to Prudum 
Pleacfj that ihe'd be hang'd as^foon as 
write to any thing under a gentlewoman 
of the bettermoft fpecie. Now I think 
your Lady is of this genii: fo I write, 
unknown to Hett, that I may get 
your leave for^^ to write to^ 5 where- 
of the honour would be clear as the 
noon-tide. Pray put your reply to this 
privately into my hand, when wci next 
walk, for fake of the genteel things up 
and down the garden. Mean time know 
me to be what I am^ 

Tour's, 

.H.7H1WSON. 
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LETTER XXXVI- 
Sir Andrew Flight to Mn Heath-* 

COATE* 

XSbtter and better ftill ! (lie 
gudgeons bite this warm weather at 
Prudence Place moft glorioufly. Every 
minute teems with ridicule. I have 
played oflP that bcavieft of the Hcwfint 
lumpy Mr. Henryj upon my unclej yea 
even upon the pompous mufclesof Lord 
Blessingbourne, to whom the farmer 
hath written in form, juft^ to gei into*s. 
Jijiy as he elegantly phrafes it. I fpi- 
rited him up to this, and io contrived 
it, that the letter (hould be given to his 
Lord(hip exaftly at the proper crifis — • 
even while he was at a magnificent tete- 
M 2 ' a-tctc 
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a-tete with my Lady upon thatconftane 
fubjcft of theirs, the dignity of rank and 
family. I took care alfo to enter his 
room, by the way of morning devoify 
juft as the epiftlc was delivered— No co- 
ronet at the top of the feal— and yet— 
the fcrawling and genteel up-and-down of 
the fuperfcription is politely illegible 
enough^ to come from fomebodj of rank^ 
fays the Earl — Doft thou know the 
band, my Lady — No indeed, my Lord 
—It is not in my lift of hands — If ir ap- 
proaches towards any of my correipett- 
dents — continues my lady — it is* the 
Countefs of Cannotfpell. In my opinion, 
my Lady,.faid I, it bears ftrong marks of 
the Duchefs of Letterblbt^ that copioui^ 
command of capitals in the L.O.R.D; 
looks aftonilhingly like the finger and 
thumb of her Grace. — Whew, ftys my 
uncle, there's no poft-marks : I can't 
poflTibly account for chis, my Lady. Ten 
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to one, uncle, replied I, the contents 
will unravel the myftery in a moment ; 
that is to fay, if the writing is not too 
faJbionabU. 

His Lordfllip broke the feal which 
Mr. Henry told mc he once valued 
much, it being the exadl effigy of the 
fioefl: greyhound bitch that tvtt nabble<L 
tbt fcui of a hare — None of my friends 
faften letters, nephew, with the engrav* 
!iig of a dog- 

, Heaven and family-honours, exclaims 
my never-to-be-forgotten uncle, whae 
have we here, with my very good Lord at 
the topr^. and your H. Hewfon at the bot- 
tom?- H. Hbwson ! Fray,, who is 
this familiar Mr. H. Hswson ? I fuf-. 
fcr ho freedoms from fgch pens as 
tbefe. 

U i^ No,. 
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No, indeed, don't you, faid my Lady. 

Suffer me to read it to you, my Lord> 
faid I ; I can't poffibly conceive the 
meaning of it. 

I read it, HBATHCOATEy and gave it 
all its graces. It was not without greae 
difficulty the angry Earl fat U out. His 
comments were exquifite.. 1 inclofe the 
original, on purpofe that you may com<- 
pare a few of them — a ftmulartus ! cried 
hisLordlhip, what does the fellow mean^ 
by that? Pruduuce^ Pleace: and pray, 
how could Mr. De Grey, at his grave 
time of life, admit foch a creature as^ 
this to Prudunce Pleace? Pruduna 
Pleace^ rejoined my Lady y oh! the ilH-^ 
terate — ha! ha! ha! 

I went on, but was foon flopped 
again. A womaa of the bettermoft fpecie^ 

^ladf 
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a lady of this genii^ and, for fhe to wriu 
io ^^— did you ever hear fuch impu- 
dence, faid I, my Lord ? 

Impudence, replied my Lady ! Pray^ . 
nephew, order my coach this very day; 
Does iV4r.DE Grby (who, though a very 
worthy man, is only a Mr.) imagine we 
are to be infulted by rifraff^ whom he 
thinks fit to make our equals ? They 
may, perhaps, be equals for a Mr. but 
they are no proper company forpcrfons 
whofe names move upon a different con^ 
ftrufUon. 

That's very true, aunt, faid I, and 
it's perfectly unpardonable in that little, 
low-minded monofyllable Mr. to behave 
thusc rudely to names of a nobler found, 
and a different conftruftion. Mr. in* 
dcedl I ibouldnot have thought of itf 

Don't 
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Don't be witt/j Anwiew^ neither^ 
ftys my aunt. 

Madam, jcour Ladylhip does me 
WTong, faid I, I defpife A/r, as cordially 
as your Ladyfliip, and I even bought 
Sir Andrew^ that I might never have 
any thing more to do with^him,^ Mr. 
quotha! ' 

Be that as it may, nephew, rejoined 
my Lord (rifing upon his^ toes, and 
fuelling out his breaft, as is ufual with 
him when he feels the might of any fen-v. 

timent) be that, I fay, as it may 

You very well know the ftack from 
whence our family Iprung. You very 
very well know, that wc have not*a 
plebeian particle about us ; and though 
it is very true you bought Sir Andrew 
with my -money, on account of my- ab- 
horrence of Mr. yet you have the beft 

of. 
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of blood in your veins.— Yes, nephew^ 
I will take upon me to fay, with very? 
little exaltation of voice, you have the 
beft blood* Hmven^ and famUy*ho« 
noQn» here^a ufage indeed t 

Thank Heaven and my noble*blooded 
anceftors, my Lord, nobody better, 
faidL 

The veins- of your aunt are not left 
dignified-^^ 

Senfible of that, my Lard, faid !» 
her Ladylhip*s fine blood (hines befide 
her fiiir complezion, like the : violet that 
growech among the lillie9.of the vtalley^ 

Not amifs, faid my uncle, fimpering I 



hsw^ you madcap, cried my aunt, 
patting my fhoulder, and looking at 

the 
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the back of her hand, tfcer gently^ 
rubbing it. 

Hang it, rejoined myunde, forg^- 
ting for a moment hi$ dignity, this poor 
H. Hewson means no harm after all^ 
he is a poor fimple thing.. 

An unfortunate fifh out of watery youi 
may fee by all his actions, faid I, and I 
dare fay thinks he has lived upon Ihore 
long enough, fince he has had the ho-^ 
nour to write a letter tO'Lordand Lady 
Blessingbourne. 

Do you think fo, nephew^? cried 
my uncle and aunt (tickled by the flat-t 
tery) 5 well, then, let us not be offend- 
^ : let the affair drop. 

I do really think, my Lord, rejoined 
I* if you. were, to write him an anfwer^ 

you 
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vyou would make the poor fellow feel, as 
if he were in Heaven. 

Anfwer htm» laid my Lordi what 
can I fay to fuch a being ? 

Say fomethiflg, however, faid my 
Xady, to the poor devil. 

My uncle ordered the writing appa- 
ratus i and after as much writing as 
^might have been neceiTary to lay the 
plot of a comedy, he wrote upon a large 
gilt card, in a hand very little better 
than Hiwson's, the following fcnti- 
Qients : 



To 
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To H. Hewsok. 

The Earl aiid Countefs of fiMsaufO- 
BOURNE reccFVcd H. Hbwsom's lecyer, 

containing a limularius, and feveral other 
curiofities, worthy the pen of fuch a 
genii as H. Hewsok. As M-.J^sw- 
son's Hett. is, it feems, a pcrfon of the 
Uttermoft fpiciCy the Earl and Countefs 
have no objcftion loJbevkiUvg te/keyU 
often as Jbe cboofes. As Sir AwoiiBW 
Flight, who is, it appears, H.JIew- 
son's friend, conveys this card, there is 
no occafion to watch any ,^w opportu- 
nity to get it to H. Hewson-s 'hand. 
The Earl and Countefs have only to dc- 
fire H. Hewson will not boaft of this 
honour received from them, and to ad- 
drefs them in public as little as poffible, 
at lead till he and his Hett. are better- 
moji perfons. 

This 
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This card, Heathcoatb, pcnn'd 
fo cxa(5lly to my wi(h, after being fealed 
with a (lourifh of the bed wax, and 
llamped with the broad Blessing- 
bourne arms, capped with a coronet, 
and decorated with fupporters, was dc>- 
livcred to my care. 

I carried it to the farmer-gentleman, 
whom I found difputing the ppint of 
politenefs with that beautiful piece of 
ignorance his wife. — She was pleafed to 
be hugely ofifcnded by the contents of 
hU Lordlhip*s card, and declared, that . 
Mr. Hewson writ without her know- 
ledge. — As to acquaintances, Ihe h^ 
plenty— that (he wrote evcty night to 
Mifs De Grey, and chofe to owe her 
improvements to her own ingenuity. 

Then it*s not 'my fault, cried the 

hufband ^ you will bear me Avitnefs^ Sir 

Vol. T. N Andrew, 
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Andrew, I have done my duty; 'tis 
none of my fceking that fhe won't hot- 
refpond with a Ladyfhip, and a Count- 
efs : as for i»y part, I am not above 
getting all I can out of high and levy ; 
fo I (hall write juft as I fee cqffiort^ either 
to my Lord or Maifter Heathcoa.te. 
And now you talk oUhat^ I muftgo 
fcbcme out a letter for the 1 aft named 
borrefpondent direv5lly.- 

Away he went, ami I enjoyed the 
fociety of his Hett. all alone. She is 
abfolutely a more charming woman, in 
my eyes, Heathcoate, even than 
Lucia De Grey; nor does (he want 
fenfe, if Ihe was not fo confumedly ad- 
dicted to admire every thing which you 
and I defpife. But her beauty — her 
lips — eyes — neck — chcft — waift— arm 

• -—cheek — bofom — ancle 

I am, your's, 

Andrew Flight. 
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^ I. K T T E R XXXVir. 
Captain Caiili^ls to George 

LASCELLliC, Lfq. 

1 HAVE hid a very foolilh ac- 
cr.lent happen to agi^ravatecheuneafiiKls 
ot the Marchionefs's laft letter. It is 
inJtfelf a trifle, yet the confequence to 
my peace will make it important to you. 
Sir Andrew Flight was playingofFhIs 
witticifnr)« and waggeries upon the igno- 
rance of fome country fimpletons that are 
now at the Place^ when I became fo weary 
of His vociferous amufement -, for where is 
the pleafure of fporting with inexperience 
— that I withdrew to Mr. De Grey's 
garden, linobferved, or at lead uninter- 
rupted, by the company. MED^VAr 
N % was 
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L. rT'ir»«r-3ig'i.i3 vis viiLrmrz u his 
L-LimaEr iar is £3EmxxL'£ rip, Mr. 
D£ Gixr'f zarasr 25 ^XTSsZirg-Iy iaigc, 
ziiZ zsn It X 3 i : jcf fit " irTa a niL^- 

t:^ rjjT fw^Kdmss hive ycur mhok 

pn-fpcc: irrrr.:r£r?d bj a yird's difluce. 

Tr-c {tiTjxysz^ze foI:2gr» too, is cf the 

li^ickrft g?o^i55, bdrg ib^^ercd to cx- 

pa'xl for it7cr2l years, receiving from 

the gardtner, from time to time, only 

fucb cares and loppings as to render the 

beaatifulconfufionmoreagreeAble. Seats 

and bowers, apparently artificial, with 

licrc and there a dripping grotto, are 

ciiftributed irregularly,^ and the fliade^ 

arc every where fo abundant, that the 

fun bcan)s rather chetr you bf fteaUb^ 

tlufi by permiflion. I have, for my 

o^vn part, an attachment — afortoffcn- 

timcntal fricndfliip, and good-will, for 

every 
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every bench, and for every tree : they ^ 
were all favourites of ray infancy : I fac 
upon the benches, and I caught inftruc- 
tion from the lips of Mr. De Grey, 
under the trees. This, therefore, was 
the firft time of my hailing them fince . 
my return. Believe me, I felt fenfa- 
tions that thrilled me, as I re-vifited the 
places of my accuftomed contemplation; 
I bade them welcome with as much ar- 
dour as if they were animate. I walked 
along the green meander, recognizing^ 
myoldacquainiances; I iiftened to birds 
whofe notes I afFcdted to be intimate with 
my ear, as if they ifllied from the fame 
warblers I had heard formerly. I com- 
ptimented the cafcades upon znimproved 
melody in their cadence: every breeze 
that played upon every leaf, revived the 
balmy pleafures of infancy. Even in- 
tcrcourfe with other countries (not odo- 
rous Italy herfclf) had not been able io 
^ N 3 fupplant:. 
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fupplant the Hndcrnefs I bore to the ver- 
nal beauties of Prudence Place. 



Ab» Lascelles ! what could be the 
reafon of this ? Prefently I came to an 
alcove, which was originally the archi- 
tefture of two children, who grew up 
together. It was a whole week's labour, 
divided betwijft Mifs De Grey and your 
Carlisle : our lictle hands twitted the 
twigs, formed the archings, and fub- 
dued the obttinate (brubs with inconceiv- 
able induftry. Many a time we retted 
from the toil, and, as often being de- 
lighted with our progrefs, we renewed 
it. When ic was compleated, we gave 
— oh, I Ihall never forget it— a kifs of 
tenderaft congratulation, as at having 
finiftied a work of infinite importance. 
Big with this innocent flattery, we ran, 
hand in hand, to our guardian, an^ 
with elated hearts bade him furvey well 

our 
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our workmanlhip. The gravity with 
which h^ commcDded, and his affe(fled 
aftonifhmcnt at our ingenuity^ gave the 
laft and fuliefl: ftroke of our pride and 
vanity. Over the entrance, our guardian 
t:aufed to be imprinted upon a label, in 
golden letters, this Toothing intelligence 
to the ftranger ; 

This Bower was xaiTed by Clement and Lucia. 

The robin-redbreaft built in it the 
next, the very next year, and we had 
thon, you know, the bed reafon in the 
world to think that Heaven itfelf was 
^leafed with our amufement. The neft, 
you may be fure, was preferved, for 
both piety and pity were concerned in 
its protedlion. We trod with caution 
while the facred bird was hatching : the 
whole feathered family prefently took 
wing; and I do verily believe I heap 
one of them now whittling near my, 
wiqdow. Oh, 
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Oh, Lascelles! how foon is the 
heart that wifhes to be inoffenfive, lulled 
by little circumftanccs f Smile not, 
then, if I tell you, that I faw with 
tranfpoi t the names of L U C I A and 
CLEMENT ftill legible on their* 
bower— the branches of fweetbriar, on 
either fide, were eagerly extending as if 
to embrace— and I beheld the initials of 
my name very recently cut in the rind of 
a hawthorn, that formed one of the 
fuppcrts of our alcove. 

What fweet circumftanccs — how 
they melt the heart ! cried I. 

At that moment the fofteft.-tuned 
voice in the world repeated diftindly 
the following verfes, from her favourite • 
poet : 



^♦-Iit 
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^^ In thefe deep folitades, and aweful cells, 
Where heav'nly penfive Contemplation dwells. 
And ever-mufing Melancholy reigns ; 
What means this tumult in a Veflal's veins ? 
Why rove my thoughts beyon J this laft retreat? 
Why feels my heart it's long- forgotten heat ? 
Yet, yet I love^ from AsBLARDit came. 
And Elois A yet mufl kifs the name." 

You are not to be told it was Lucia 
Db Grey, In the next inftant fhe 
p^flTcd withih fight of me, the book ftill 
in her hand. Unprepared on both (ides 
for the furprize, we were inexprcffibly 
confufed. Beautiful lines, Mifs De 
Grey, faid !• Yes, indeed, replied 
fhe« I tliink, Mifs De Grey, in a 
former part of our life we ufed fre- 
quently to read the charming Mr. Pope 
tcgether — In this very garden, Mr. Car- 
lisle; do you recolledl your old bower, 
faid ihe? If I miftake not. Madam, 
fold I — Madam, Clement ? Madam, 

Mr. 
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Mr. Carlisle ? replied (he, as if a little 
offended. I fay, continued I, Mifs D$ 
Grey,, if I remember right/ this is that 
bower. You had almoft. forgot it, then^. 
Mr. Carlislf, had you ? I fuppofe 
lialy (the garden of the univerfe) hath 
put all our Enghfli rofes quite out of 
countenance: Prudence Place is, to be 
fure^ a mere. nettle-bed* — Ah, no. Ma- 
dam ! (faid I, upon the edge of an ex- 
planation, but happily checking myfelf 
in time) though certainly Italy hath its. 
charms. Oh, no doubt of it, replied 
Lucia i but I believe, Sir, the com- 
pany will have loft their chief felicity by 
your abfence. I hear Mr. Medmny 
coming', I know his rapid, random 
ftep i and I dare fay his errand is from 
the deferted fociety to the runaway Cap- 
tain Carlisle. If you picafe, Mifs 
De Grey, we will retire, then. I will 
]uft finifh my poem and follow you, Sir. 

We 
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We parted. Tis evident (he l©ves 
Medway to diftradion, L.ascelles — 
She blows bis Jlep. — He was then in 
fearch of her, doubtlefs^ ly her appoint- 
ment. — I wifh them happy — very, very 
happy. But my head aches ; my heart 
is not quite well j and I mufl wilh you 
,a good night. 

C. Caiilisle. 



LETTER 



V 
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LETTER XXXVIII. 
Mr^MiiJWAv to Mr.TowNSEND. 

V-.ONFUSION, TOWNSEND ! I 

Hav^ difoovereJ the plot — I have got a 
vk:e to the whole matter. I am, I pcr- 
a'i\T^ a very catipaw. I am made the 
iVtvouicnt cloak to conceal the paffion 
ot' ateiJkr. Yes, Townsend, I faw 
Ca!(L1sl£ at the very fartheft end of 
DkGrey*s garden in earned converfa- 
tion with Lucia: at my approach he 
turiicd into a diifercnt walk, and went 
into the houfe, I overtook the guilty 
fair one, and caught her in the very ad: 
of reading Eloisa to Abelard 5 which 
is as much as to fay, if I can-c talk with 
him, I can at leaft write a letter to him ; 

and 



.4 
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and I ^darc fty they do correfjX)nd : 
every ijody in this family fcribblcSj and 

%| doa*t Jt all doubt hut there is fine 
flouriOiing penwork going forward be- 
tween LufiLA at)d Carli$le. As ro the 
firft, I only walked quickly iy her, 
without ikigning -to fpeak^ and I pulled 
off my hat with u'nufual rcfpeft, as 
much ,as .to fay— Oh, oh, my young 
lady, have I caught you! I fhall repeat 
the fame behaviour when I meet her 
again, and then it is impbflible (he 
fhould miftake my meaning. With re- 
fpedl to the Captain, whom I honour as 
a friend and gentlemm, in every olber 

t matter, his life is not worth fixpence, 
for he muft as furely die this night, as 
that he infuUed me this day 5 or elfe he 
muft injure me Illll more, b/ taking me 
(3^ff^.,.X.Qrily write this to you. Town- 
send, "jiili to account for any delay ia 
my correfpondcnce, Ihoiild itbeuy^fate 
Vol.1. O inftead 
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inftead of kis. In that cafe I defire you 
will be at the breaking open my will» 
becaufe you are mentioned therein, by 

Your old fnend, 

Oliver Mbdwat. 



JLETTER 
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LETTER XXXIX. 
From the Same to Ciptaln Caaliili. 

SS or a word more than is 
neccflary (hall be ufed. I fuppofe you 
know the little green lane at the fouth 
fide of Db Grey's paddock — the /sr^ 
theft end of it is out of the report of a 
piftol's getting to the ear of the family-r- 
fix yards the diftance — twelve the hour 
— Lvci A the word — you underftand me 
«-^mum— good evening. Hu(h. 

O. Medway. 
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LETTER XL. 
Capcaia CARtisLiy io Airfwer. 

1 SH A LL ccrtaialy glue you the 
meeting, Medway, in the hiipeof con^ 
vuicingyoU) that the chdiicrof due^tting 
might be pour faCisfi<5tiott to a cnaA vrfca 
has, as you have^ aU the reafon in the 
world to think himfelf moft tenderly 
beloved by fuch a woidm d& Mi6 ' Dv 
Grey. However, if you choofe to ha- 
zard the continuance of this btcffing, 
which at prefcnt you fo fully enjoy, 
why, take your own wajj, and do nut 

blame 

Your obedient fcrvant, 

C. Carlisle* 
LETTER 
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LETTER XLL 
Mr. Medway to Captain Carlisle. 

JVIy dear Captain, J would • 
not now die for the world : nor would ^ 
I havejf^i^ die: ic is plain, then, toyouy 
that I am tenderly Moved ^ and flnce you < 
are, as well as I, convinced, J fully en- 
jpy this blefling, what in the devil's 
n^me (hould I run my neck into danger 
for ? So, (he told you as much. How 
ihy all the fcx to the men they love, , 
when they have a Qiind to it! But 
'tis nature : pray, my dear boy, go to ^ 
bed — fleep heartily — don't come near* 
mc^I won't be met— I Ihall go to bed « 
O 5. myfclf^— 
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myfelf — I am a jealous fool — whew, 
whew. — There, there ; the fit's over. 
Good niftht. 



•o' 



O, Medwav, 



LETTER 
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^ifs Lascelles to Mifs De Grey. 



X SYMPATHIZE moft tcndcrly 
with my dearcft Mifs Db Grey: yet, 
furcly, fhe makes to hcrfelf more mifcry 
than is neceflary : it is impoffible for 
Captain Carlisle to be fo intimately 
acquainted with Lucia's charms and 
virtues without ^admiring them ; and, 
as to any haliun attachments, I think I 
can take upon me to fay, he is bound 
by none of thofe. Perhaps fome uneaji- 
nefs 'may look like difrefpeSl in him at 
prcfcnt. Depend upon it, all will in a 
IHtlc time be happy % in which affor- 

^ ancc 
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ance it is that I venture to fay you are 
much happier than fome women. It 
is with pleafure I fubfcribe the i^meof 

Youraffe&Lonate 

GiiROUNE Li^CEtLtt. 



i 



LETTER 
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LETTEJt XLIIL ^ 
Sir Amdkew Flight to Mr. Hiath*- 

COATI. 

1 RTUMPH, more triumph, 
H»ATHQOAT« 1 I have goi a trca^e I 
In a clofe lane, as I purfued iDy walk^ 
I found the paper which I inclofe : it is 
evi4(Niil^ iho property of the pittty 
would-be bred Mr^, HfiW60N» aDctia 
fo much in the true tafte of that bur- 
lefque we lave (althougb- ib fcriouQy 
handed) \^zx I efteem it the moft io:va- 
luable efTay upon the ilem^nl: ofhi^kl{/t 
in the world. Read and re-inclofe it, 
.for it will ikrvt a purpofc now fproxing 
io the bofom of .^ , . 

Vaur ever happy 

Andrew Flight, 
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The indofed. 

My Note- Book of Manners^ 

To be r«ad by mc every evening going 

to Ded4 

HiKHlBTTA HsWIOIi. 

Mm^randums Md N9tis^^(St. 

A^.—Mifs D£ Grey dways fips her 
wine foftly. 

Noti.^ll is unlike a lady to drink 
biortifyi as if one were adry. 

A£».^Mirs D. G; inclines the heiKl 
• little isM; Kt on one (idet when (he 
returns thanks. *lls charming. 

Mem. — Lady Blessingbourne half 
dbfes her eye- lids, and does not choofe 
to fee too plainly. Strong eyes vulgar. 

Note. 
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iVi/r.— Very like a gfentlewoman to be 
ihorc^fighted. 

Menu — Mifs D. G. never ku her 
\iZiiA% drop down. 

N(Ue. — It makes them red fo to do. 
Hands ihouU not fink bdow the bottom 
of the waift. . . 

Mitn. — Mifs D. G. fpeaks low and 
fwect. 

Note. — Very rude for any thing Under 
a Countefs to talk at the top of the 
voice. A Dutchefs may ufe a great 
bad word. 

Mem. — Lady B. takes fnuff-— Mi& 
D. G. does not. Countefles may fnqE 
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tisky or under forty years of 4ig^«l> in- 
dulge in (buff; but tbqf may hold itup 
Uithe iiofi^ in oricr to ibew a pAtty 
hand, and sffeff to cakeit. . 

A«fw.— Mils D. G. flrpi«odeftIy, 
and widi an caTy inmtkmz JLady BL 

wriggles and cotters. ^LcMMly m»\^ 

nellesf 

» .: J .:::-- .- . \:. 

Note. — Inconceivably polite to-tMtd* 
and wfiggle. I can hardly hold my 
|)M 1 Lord, jiow I widi t»iter ! /how I 
trtllwiggfe! 



Mem. — Knife and fork Ifw4edy/Iidd 
by Mifs D. G. 

'N6te.-^J attend t^o mm* ».ihe vk- 
tualt, and not enough to the manner of 
tbtting and putting it into my mouth. 
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Afw.T-JLady B. paffed yefterday by 
a tradefman of hcr's, and did not fee 
him. 

Note. — Highly police t(Xf verhok an 
inferior. 

' '\ ' 
. JW^w<-T-^ .ypung perfan faluted her 
.JLfulyfliip this morning with a ciirtefy 
jdp^^yn tp th? ground. The per/on had, 
formerly, been waiting-woman to her 
Ladyfhip: her Ladyfhip had not the 
faintffi recolleSiion of ever having Jeen her 
iefore,, . The ^ vyprds Iflefj me^ who fljouH 
that thing be^ very proper on fuch occa- 
fions. 

iSr<?/r. — E^^ceediAgly genteel not to re- 
.collect obfcure creatures. ,.*,,• ; 

.■...».• . / I..' ■ .. ;'..«.. ^. 

Mem. — I aftually heard the Countefs 

.ijigwji, fpit into her handkerchief, and 

Vol. I. P then 
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ithcn Uok at i/.-^Mis.D. G. never gives 
more than a gentle hm^ and then half 
;turns vmy her head, fb that when yoa 
again fee her face;, you fee it tinged 
.withabiufli. 

JVi^/f.— Very fafhionable for perfons 

.of quality to do that which would iU 

tbecome Miflb. I believe I muft neva* 

venture to fpit^ but I do ihorje ^as 

hem now. 

Afm.-^Lady B/s countenance alwayi 
encourages certain ipnuendoes— -*well« 
;l)red indecencies. 

iVi?/^.— Charmingly |)oIke lobe above 
Jbjmfs^z gfeat defeft in Mifi D.G. 
who is always ferious, holds down her 
head* and wonU biar on thefe occafions. 

Mm* 
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iWifwf.— »The CoufUefs frequently cams - 
one Ifg over the othcr^. and fits in thar 
pofture. Mifs D. G. fcarcc (hews her 
ancle, akhough it is finely turned. She* 
has not yec got the. better of prejudices. 

JV(9/tf.— 'Falbion givea r freedom to 
the limbs. 

Jl4ifiw.»— Mifs D. G. fits upright, and 
attend? too much to her ftiape. The 
Qouiicefs loUs carelefly, and leans ujgu^ 
her ^m. 

NqU. — Nothiflglftews brewing more * 
tfhan a lolI» &c. 
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LETTER XLIV. 

Mr. Henry Hewson to Mr. Heath- 
coAT£» Efq; 

Kfquire Heathcoate, 

vJivE every man his title and 
digniHcation, as Lord Blessingbourne 

fays, therefore I begin my horrefpondunce 
wich you, at the inftigation of Sir An- 
drew, with calling ySu Efquire, which 
is certainly your due, feeing you are 

out of trade, and do nothing at all for 
your livclybood, I am to write what 
1 get in their way of breedin, it fcems, 
to yon, which is a thing pleafing, fee- 
ing that you mull, without doubt, be 
a ii).illt:r oi ihc builnds. 

BLlt 
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' But I believe I (hall have a wearifome 
fpell o'work on*t, before I am as I 
Ihould be : cafe why ? there goes more 
to the making an honeft man a gentle- 
man than I had at firft any ideerer of. I 
ha* been ?tVway ^»*/ only three or four 
days, and I can fee, already, / W/ to be 
run up, as a man would run up a rick 
df hay. Ods woundlikias, Efquire 
Heathcoate, there is no end on't. 

• But howfomever, to (hew you that I am 
not quite a numJcuU^ Til juft mention a 

/ few matters that I ha* got in memory, 
which is as tbof one were to call it a 
florehoufe to lay by things for future 
ufe. In the firil place you muft under* 
(land, that I fee plain enough that the 
firft rule of your bettermoji pcrfon is to 
make a bit of a pleafant grin come into's 
pbifthog whenever he firft meets any one, 
as much as to Hgnify, that he knows 
how to carry his head. In the next 
P 3 place. 
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place, I find 'tis proper to make up this 
bit of a grin at firft fight, whether you 
like the man or not. Cafe why ? a 
gentleman^ fliould not fhcjv that he is 
cufsM angry, cept upon caJftoT^oiviiitvt&^ 
feeing that plitenefs knows how to fmile 
i'th* face, while it puts finger ia pocket. 
3dly, I ha* noticed, that the lefs a man 
puts bat on's head, the better: Cafe 
why? it's the foonir doff'd without 
pinching out the corners; befides which, 
hs p!ue to carry powder and pumnjadum 
enough to keep the cranium comfort- 
able without it. I find a ftrange dif- 
cully, Efquire, in getting my foot into 
the right Aide of plitenefs \ for, I per- 
ceives head, and foot dive together-^ 
out goes loot, down goes head : this is a 
cuiVd crankum piece of bufinefs. Sav- 
ing your prefence, I can't fee the fun 
of bowing and fcraping too : nay, ifack, 
what do I talk of that? fome here, at 

Prudurm 
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Prudmce PUace rtufl: needs kifs their 
hands, and then fwing *em out at the 
fame tiii^iC. jrhc young Captain dots 
this; :aye, Efquire, young Carlisle*^ 
hands, head, and heels, all work ac 
once, as fmooth and cutely as a bird 
i*ch' air. Td give almoft more than 
Tm worth, if I could but wriggle out 
the hinder part o*me, juft like Lord 
Blessingbourne : when be firft comes 
into room, I warrant me, he does no- 
thing but treat and vance^ (huffle and 
cut, and go backwards and forwards, 
flicking out his rump, and craning his 
fine, thin, long, meagre, nine-haired 
head, which I find is the plitejl h(i2id a 
man can have. Ytt he knows who's to 
have a. wriggle of the bum, and who 
not, too : 1 v/arrant you he is a cute 
one: he don't gig and drop his fine 
plite head. to every body alike: no, be- 
lieve me i he has the meafure of what's 

every 
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mrr maa's due, from the Duke to t 
t«yt-boy. Down goes his gent< 
ie>lqa,teoo',brcaft, to Captain a, 
usu» but when I puts in for a bit < 

«tonnfd halt fo civilly^Cafe why ? 

wfact.poorfcJIowjuftcomeamom 
Mr .year. But I don't allow myfeli 
«» VjBtagfSi for the, 5h I ha' put on 
tw be* fcit to my bac.c, i'a»'f at all 
tie 4t§. Sir Aitdriw fays my wig is 
cm:§9 to ruia me for ever, if there 
•w« acchii^ elfe in the way. » ; jj jj 
jjeoii bob IS ever was bought, and /its 
is£ad^to/«tY: but, alas! what's a 
K'frwbere you jhan'r lee any thing under 
a h^ ud that fam^ddkd with rib- 
Sf« is>iti§aaK? Young Carlisle, 
iwKvi, !«$ fo hair % to and fro, juft 
i? w «i :Se wind can fettle it ; Cafe 
wfr* !fcr>«albmuch on't, and 'tis fo 
««b tcttcoed, and twirls icfclfoF/nco 



^ 
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ftich ringlets, that be is pliie any way. I 
ha' befpoke a bag, though I know afore- 
band 'twill make a devil o'me, and fo 
I told Gab, who is to ha* the fellow 
on'c. Comfort, tho*, that I can't look 
worfc than Gab when Tm bagM, bag 
me when they will. For at any rate, I 
ha* gotten flelh on my fcace, and a 
little jot of colour i'my cheeks to fet it 
oflF, as well as a (lout pair of (houlders ; 
whereas Gab has werrctted all the flefli 
ofPs bones by laming. Without a 
word of a joke, Efquire, I don't be- 
lieve Gab has a pound of fubftance 
on's whole carkifs ; and as to^s jaws^ 
has no more meat upon them than 
upon the bill of chicken : his back- 
is quite a Jkelitum 5 and though his- 
hiiir is no bad raven-colour, yet it- 
grows fo cufb'd odd 07^ i head^ and is fo 
Uiitkum rat eatcn'um^ as a body might 

fay, 
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fay, if they were mind to talk lamed,* 
that I would not gee frap of a finger 
far^s whoU growth. But now Tm upon* 
good breeding, Efquire, I defire co- 
know whether a trick I faw Lord Bl£s« 
siNGBOVRNs {yi\iQ\% tvtv acold)dQ to- 
day 'fqre men, women, and children,, 
i$ the common fraSiife of your bettermoft 
ipecit : that is, ftanding with humfiddle 
to fire with coat up, and now and then 
popping hand below waiftband. May« 
hap, my Lord mayn't . be quite fo will 
as he would be thereabouts, juil at pre- 
fent ; and it may be a comfort to^un to 
feel now and then how matters go ; for 
w.hich reafon I won't venture upon this 
aftion till I know whether 'tis a general- 
thing or not. Not that I diQike it,- 
but thatrjuft ycc it feems aukward to 
fiich an \gi\oxmt felkr as I. 

Nothing 
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Nothing i'thVay of breeding more, 
4it prcfent — But I ^ha* .filled my paper^ 
which I uke to be always the fJiie 
ihing. Se I reft, at thelbttom of the 
flicct, ' 

Your 

He Nuir Hbwsom. 



J-ETTER 



1*8 THE- TUTOR <3F TRUTH. 



;LiE|T:TiER..Xl^. ..^: 

Mr. De Grey to Mr. Carlisle. 

Prudence Place. 

iVlY beft and deareft Car- 
lisle muft pardon the formality of re- 
ceiving an old friend's letter, dated, 
written, and direfted from the fame 
houfe that contains both the writer and 
reader of it. The reafon is. Prudence 
Place is at this time fo crouded with 
different forts of people, and one has fo 
little opportunity to deal leifure for con- 
verfation of the higber kind^ that I do 
not imagine a fubjed: which is at this 
crifis fo very warm at my heart, can be 
fo well or fo explicitly handled as upon 

paper. 
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paper. So much for the apology: I 
come now to the matter. ^^Tht days, the 
months, the years of tuition are now 
paft — thofe feafons, my Clement, in 
which I had the honour and the happi- 
nefs (for it was both) to point out to 
you the paths of propriety and of virtue, 
are over; for the Pupil is even already, 
at the moft early age of twenty- one, be- 
come the Preceptor : he is the Tutor of 
Truth: he hath already got orphans and 
widows under his guardianfhip — the 
pobleft of all guardianfliip, my Cle- 
ment — the' guardianfliip of Senfibility. 
I thank you, Sir, for doing me fo much 
honour. When you left this country 
for Italy, I did not imagine there was 
room for improvements ; you were ami- 
able, polite, and prudent ; as free from 
pedantry, on the one hand, as from dif- 
.lipation and the diftradled joys of an 
jovcrgrown boy, on the other. Yet, on 
Vol. I. Q^ my 



y^o THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 

my firft beholding you, the other day, I 
was {Iruck with an additional finifhing, 
an elegant coffipleatnefs^ which, though 
not before feeming to be wanted, was, 
as it now appears, abfolutely neceflary. 
Forgive the garrulous vanity of an old 
man. Sir ^ forgive me, if I lodge, witn 
all the narrative tedioufnefs of age, a 
little longer on this part of the fubjeft. 
There are circumftances, which sllow us 
to fwdl out the heart:, without making 
it ridiculous. You, Sir, occafion in 
me a pride of this nature. Some 
men's ambition, in the laft ftate of 
life, is gratified by walking, or rather 
hobblinjy, into their fields and gardens, 
to recognize thofc flourilhing fhades 
vhich are the produce of their own cul- 
tivation. I have heard a veteran neigh- 
bour of mine, a thoufand times ex- 
claim; — See, Mr. Di: Grey, how in- 
duftrious 1 have been ! that long and 

lufty 
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hifty range of oaks, extending from this 
pafture even to the farthcrmoft avenue 
in the nfxt, did I plant with my own 
hand, — 1 remember the day when the 
whole row (containing, perhaps, two 
hundred fticks of timber) were fo many 
petty acorns not fo big as a walnut % 
and fee, only fee how they have fpcd. 
I could raife a little navy — verily, neigh- 
bour, I could fit out a fleet, with a 
wood of my own raifing. 

Such ideas, I own, are not dlfpleaf- 
ing, Clement : but they are far from 
being expanded enough, for my cmula. 
tion J my emulation choofes a nobler 
objeft, and takes a wider courfe. My 
objeft. Sir, is notcircumfcribed by any 
thing within the fcope oi inanimate na- 
tures and though I could be able to 
look out upon whole forcfts of my own 
cultivation, it would not fatisfy me, 
0^2 No^ 
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No, Mr. Carlisle^ I have a hr finer 
pleafure. I hav^ it to fay, that the 
politeft gentleman^ and the bcrft man of 
his age, was once, the child of my io- 
itrudlon. He was left by that Hea- 
ven, which took to. itfelf his natural 
parents, at an age when gentle treat- 
ment makes a parent of any one. I 
received t;his dear and delicate truft from 
the trembling af m gf a dying man, and 
I value it, as a legacy given me in the 
moment that the foul of a friend was 
departing. Yes, at fuch a tender period, 
was you bequeathed to me, Mr. Car- 
lisle : my child, Lucia^ was exactly 
of the fame age; and you grew together. 
The beauty of your forms, like the power 
of your minds, was fimilar, I can only 
fay farther, that nature points out to me 
none of her nice diftindlions or partia- 
lities. In the hour of your childhood 
I carefled you both with the fame fenfi- 

bility, 
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bility, and now that you are mature I 
divide my heart evenly between you. 
But this touch of tranfport hath feduc- 
cd me into a digreflion. Old folks are^ 
I perceive, on their favourite fubjeft, 
as tirefome in their writing as in their 
talking ; and therefore they have as few 
corsefpondents as hearers. It is time^ 
however, to return to my fubjed. 

On looking ,b^ck at my accoun:- 
book, my dear Mr. Cai^lisle, I find 
* that your birth day hath gone by almoft 
a month. You feem to have forgot that 
it entitles you to the command and fole 
difpofition of an immenfc fortune. Mo- 
ney was, I am proud to fay, never a 
difputable point with us, except when, 
coercive meafures were obliged to be 
taken in order to force upon you a re- 
mittance. This, however, by no means. 
exculpates me for detaining what ought 
0.3 to> 
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CO be ia more amiable, as well as moft 
able hands. I reproach myfelf, when 
I confider how many cruelties my delay 
may have been guilty of, Mr. Carlisle, 
to thole whofe fortunes jtmc have in truft : 
methinks, I hear the curfe of the wi- 
dow, the languifhing figh of (icknefs, 
and the murmur of merit in die dark- 
fome vale : I fee, too, the tears flream 
from the eyes of the fatherlefs — Oh ! 
for Heaven's fake, my friend, relieve 
me — refcuc me, inftantly, from conti- 
nuing the injury to that part of your 
family which Providence hath put un- 
der your care. 

I (hall, moft readily, be prepared to 
render up an ample account of my 
agency, whenever (and the fooner the 
better) you will honour me with your 
appointment. 

Thus- 
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Thus much for fortune. I had it in 
fny mind, Clement, to venture a few 
fcntiments upon- bappittefs^ which are, 
by no means, things incompatible, al- 
though they arc not often infeparable. 
But any thing I could advance on this 
head is unneceflary to fuch a mind as 
your's. With refpeft to your hearty I 
own, I meditated a few words upon that 
fubjeft alfo : but I am in great doubt, 
whether this is the proper point of time 
to fpcak to it \ yet my propenfity is fo 
warm, and the prattling, or rather, at 
prefent,fcribbling,old man, is foftrong, 
or, to fpeak more truly, (o feeble in me, 
that I can fcarcfc refift* 

The intereft of your heart mud 
naturally," my dear Clement, be of 
more concern to me than any other 
that belongs to you. You are ej^aftly 
at the age when tenderncfs falls with the 
" ' fulleft 



I 
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fulleft force upon our nature 5 as you 
have a form to command love, fo have 
you feeling to return it.. That fenfibi- 
lity, which makes you a parent to the 
poor, and thofe accomplifliments which 
endear you to fociety, in general, will 
alTift and. even lead to connexions of a 
fofter kind. I am afraid, it would 
border a little upon that impertinence 
which I would avoid, elfe I ihould 
afk you, in the cordiality of my good 
wilhes,. whether itis pafftble for fo amia- 
ble a man, to have pafled through Lafy^ 
and to have refided in the capital of 
England,, (the very court of female 
beauty} with an inclination unattached> 
and paffions unalarmcd. This is too 
great a paradox for me to credit, even 
in imagination 5. and yet, I am mightily 
interejied in the queftion and its an- 
fwtn Perhaps you will humour an old 
friend's caprices^ and, for once, truft 

him 
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him (who can be no rival) with a lovc- 
fecret. Suppofc you were to fteal an 
hour from the ilrange mixture of our 
prefenc family, and fcribbie a line or 
cwQ on this matter. I difpatch this by* 
your trufty grey-headed GEOFrREy,who» 
you know, may be the confident of eve- 
ry meflage that can come from fuch a 
mafter. 

I amt 

My dear Mr. CarlislEi 

Your moft perfed friend, 

And moft obedient fervant, 

Robert De Grey. 

R S. 

The Hewsons are juft what you 
call them, honeft, imprudent people, 

who 
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who have had the great misfortune tcr 
come in for ten thoafand pounds a 
piece, at a very unlucky crifis* I had 
the management of their affairs when 
their whole expedations were bounded 
by a fmall annuity y and they ftill call 
me Guardian. I wiih I had influence 
enough over tl>efe. random wards to 
perfuade each of them to remain qutet^ 
and be' happy, in defpitc of this un- 
fcafonable windfall. They are here upon 
z.poUie fchemc} I heartily wifli they 
would go home uponva prudent one. 
This may be the cafe, by and by... 



LETTER 
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LETTER XLVI. 

The Marchiontfs of N. to Captain 
Carlisle. 

Cruel Ca^-lisle, 

You confcfs then that yoti 
have written to the deteftcd Marquis: 
you even avow the fentiments of your 
letter to him ; you own, that they are 
to bajlen him to England. But do you 
think. Sir, I am to be thus treated like 
a child, and threatened with being chid 
by that bugbear, my hujband? or do you 
imagine, I will ever allow myfelf to 
be re-united to him. Prepofterous ex- 
peftation ! No, Mr. Carlisle, tho* 
I am a flave to iDy own paflions, I will 

never 
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never more be a flave to thofe of ano 
ther ! You argue in vain about rights 
and laws and duties — in vain you urge 
the maj^ims of the world, anctthe cuf- 
tom oF nations. I have lived fo long 
under the Italian heavens, that I have 
forgot — utterly forgot — the colcfer atmo- 
phere of cloudy England. I have learn- 
ed to follow my feelings, and to abhor 
chains that were forced upon me by pa- 
ternal authority. You dired me to the 
facred circle of gold upon my fingers; 
you call it the casftus of fidelity. I 
grew enraged to confider a man, fcarce 
•Imore than- twenty, thus coldly argue 
upon a tender offer of no contemptible 
paffion. My pride took the alarm^ and 
I tore your epiftle, and threw the ring 
from my finger at the fame time. I 
ftampc upon it with indignation. Mifs 
LfAscELLES appeared, and, as if you 
had preninilrudted her, (he afted upon 

the 
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l;he occafion as the very prieftels of pie- 
ty, *^ Fie, my dear Marchionefs, (faid 
(he, folding her palms together in the 
true conventicle manner) thefe outrages 
are ever dreadful, but when they arife 
from (o bad a caufij what ftrehgth of 
cerois can fufficiently reprobate them ! 
Confider the referve and decorum of 
your fex 1 — ^^confider the coinfcquences !— 
confider your charadler !** 

Ah frigid infolent ! is this the mode of 
Britilh holpitality ? Do you lejfon thofe 
whom you proteA ? and do you, never- 
thelefs, boaft of your ifland as an afy- 
lum for the wretched, and for the 
.ftranger ? Where are your fandtua- 
ries for an unhappy woman^-rwhere is 
your courtefy for tendernefs and the 
wounded heart in ^efpair? But you 
northern IQandcrs grow upon too frozen 

VaL. I, R a foil 
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a foil to feel the power of fentiment, 
which glows nearer to the fun. 

The fubjeft muft be hateful to you, 
and I will quit it : but, ftill, Mr. Car- 
lisle, fomething is diie to my pride^ 
whatever is denied to my pajjion. I will 
not ftay here to be the triumph of thofe, 
who have chaftity becaufe they have not 
hearts* Mifs Lascelles hath, of late, 
aflumed a language of lofty advice to 
which I am not accuftomed. She pi- 
ties me— Ihe is forry — (he wiflics me 
well — fhe will do every thing warranted 
by difcrefioft'^ttic wiflies Captain Car- 
lisle and I had met fooner. The af- 
fair is delicate — flic hopes that pru- 
dence will prevail. 

Ah! Carlisle, that my extrava- 
gance of alFcdion Ihould hav€ reduced 

me 
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me to this ! Ob! that I could change — 
Oh! that I could rcverfe the paflion — I 
would facrifice fifty years of my life to 
hate you. 

Ah I what have I fard ? To what 
violation of the truth hath my padioQ 
led mef No, my Carlisle, no; I 
would not wifli to hate you — wretched 
as I am, I would not even wifli to love 
you lefs. Though the agony is extreme, 
there are moments of tranfport, known 
only to bofbms like mine, that repay 
me for it. Hate you-— O heavens! 
what a word ! what an idea to mix 
with that, which drefles up the irre- 
flftible Carlisle ! Pardon the blot- 
tings which are flaining this part of my 
paper. They are made by tears that 
Ihew at lead fome tinAure of virtue. 
In other circumftances you fay it would 
R 2 have 
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have been 'your pride to have conrtefl 
the foftncfs ^hich is now fo preflingiy 
offered. How then is it poffible wy 
eyes fhouldbedry, when I perceive thofe 
circumftances fo unlikely ever to hap- 
pen ? Yet, I cannot lofe the idea — I 
cannot difengage nryfclf from thedelu- 
fion, though I know it to be lid mdrtf, 
Perfift then in your virtue, Sir; but de- 
ny me not the little gale of pleafure 
thaft blowi from fahty. Contintie t6 
let nie hope — continue to cdrrdpond-^ 
only condtfcend to allow nne tlicf flattery 
Off thinking I am not hated by tht 
Jovelieft of men, and I will fuftain anj^ 
thing for his fake. I will rematrt quiA 
vrhtre 1 am, arid fit dompelfed unScr tllfc 
frdwn of virtue witbdut impation. I 
will bear the thought of even fecihg 
again the Marquis. I will do any thing 
you would have me, if you will ftiH 

continue 
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continue to fay you do not utterly exe- 
crate me, for a guilt occafioned by ten- 
dernefs. 

The moft unfortunate 

Marchionefs of N. 






R 3 LETTER 
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LETTER XLVII. 
Captain Carlisle to Mr. Lascelles. 

IVly dilemma is even greater 
than before. The inclofed, from Mr. 
De Grey, is even more perplexing than 
that which you tranfmitted froni the 
Marchionefs. Both perplex my ima- 
gination, in what manner to anfwer 
them. Mn De Grey's reafon for in- 
quiring into the ftate of my affcftions, 
IS, evidently, for fear my return to 
Prudence Place, (now that his daugh- 
ter is in the full bloom of her fenfe 
and beauty there) fliould infpire me 
with a paflion that, he knows, would 
terminate in defpair ; apprifed too as he 
is of her engagement to Mr. Medway. 

It 



It }s V^ry mlvira for him 16 ifliagine 1 
(hould feAl iiAo cliis charming tempta* 
tion ; fe that this is a little generous^ 
ftralagetli (imdef the guife of ordiimfy 
cfimofitf ) t» pfdVent the MOrtificacfdn, 
afj»4 Chd ifii^ery in timt. Mr. MtDWAr 
is (6 itegdhH* a man, thiae, if he did 
rft)teMftanfIy afiUtv me idmoft ererjr 
ttmt he feet the, that his paffion nfAt 
be^e ^ wifidj' Ilhoiild ftarcSe treAe» 
thaca^^Yfolt whAml hatdly ewr fmm 
{f^Uk «o 'MHa Da Gk^^ fliDold hars^ 
madefodiapri^eAki hdr afiedsoas^ 
It IS plain, bowerer, now from her 
^cm condodff that fte is fin^vently at* 
taohed; M 'het wdiAtt% air, manner^ 
and whole d^xyrtineM: to fhe , are utter- 
ly changed. I am no longer delighted 
by diat lovely affability, which, though 
{^yfuU was ever corrcdcd by modefly. 
Sihe no linger confults my tafte, which- 
die was wont to flatter^ abmiti hdr 

drcfs. 
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drefs, her ornaments, and te(i thoufand 
innocent trifles, that, nevcrthclefs, (tri- 
fles as they;are) make up the chief en- 
dearment of donieftic fociety. She 
{peaks in form ^ her eye is averted ; her 
fentiments found. ^ir<^^</. We arc m 
longer like CL£MjSNTr«and Lucia, who 
employed their infant cares in rearing 
^^fflW ^w^^»;:: Mt,jDe Gi^Ev's. letter, 
therefore, joincd^ tp : Mr, MepwaV>.. 
affuranpes, a>d Mift:P;B Qrby** beha-. 
Yiour ipoint) Qut tO)iwei prietty piai(ily;i 
what kind of an anfwer it is proper for- 
me to make to th? farmer. I am fome- 
what;confolcd:to reOfift* that; erenin. 
my mpft familiar nftpA^eots, I never en* 
tcred flatly, into overtures with {^ucia, 
fo that I cannot create any uneaHnefs in 
her bofom upon my account ^ for, had- 
that been the cafe, her fenfibility is fo 
uncomnion, Lascejlles, ihe' would 
hav&.|elt for my. difappointipent,, amidfl: 

aU 
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all the gaity of her own fucccfles. Sinci 
her heart is happily engaged (if fhd 
thinks it fo, it certainly is fo) it nov^. 
bcconics a duty, more than ever, in 
me, to conceal the feelings of mine. 
Whatever be th* violence of try paf- 
fion, it has rio right to be troublefome 
to aiiy other bofotn : aftd I vas ntvtt 
aWe to account for that cowardly cort^ 
dud, which induces us to embitter the 
joy of a rival and a miftrefs becauft 
they wiSre more fortunate or happy dhaii 
burfelves. Btfide, that Ibdi complaint^ 
tifcver awaken more than compaflioii 
which is not defitabte, they aggfavatft 
dlfappolnttnent till it furfies 0p5h At- 
gfae*. But, m«hitik$ 1 heat you re- 
tort upon me : •• Why iroubfe me with 
your mifcry then, ClSment ?" Ah 
Lascelles, we are not fuch abftraded 
beings- as to lock up our fentiments^ 
either of joy or forfow, in abfolute fo- 
litude* The very thoughts would ftag- 

nat^f^ 
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natc, by fuch means. . On Tome gene- 
rous brcaft every man muft, by the ve- 
ry gravitation of his nature, lean for 
fupport in his mifery.. Every man 
culls from the fpccics hi5» congenial 
counterpart; and it is as neceflary to 
have a friend for our confidence, as a 
miftrefs for our tendernefs. . Away with 
thofe miferly minds, which feel an ava- 
rice even of their nobleft feelings. Plu- 
rality of friendfhips may, perhaps, like 
plurality of lovers, be inadmiflible} 
but, furely, it is very poflible to be 
fond of one miftrefs and faithful to 
one friend, at the fame time. Oh ! 
Mr. Lascelles, what hourly occafion 
is there for one or other of thefe bleff- 
ings ! As joys and forrows alternately 
prevail, how foothing is the congratu- 
lating h^nd and chearful voice to the 
one! and the gentle tear, orfympathiz* 
ing figh to the other ! Ah enchanting 

communication I 
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communication 1 without which, even 
tfBnfportmuftHeUnguifhingattheheart! 
and in misforiune the wretch who is fe« 
parated from^ his fpecies, and fits loofe 
to the kindnefs of an individual, (hall, 
like a wounded deer, lament his difaf- 
ter without pity, and die forlorn. 

With refpeft to the Marchionefs, I 
am every way fo.circumftanced that I 
am puzzled even co reply to her. It 
would be too much like affirdlation, and 
a kind of mak prudery in me to fay, 
that, if matters were in another channel, 
I fliould not be flattered by this over* 
bearing tide of tendernefs in fo beauti- 
ful an objed. Heaven knows I am not 
infenfibk to the charms of beauty. Some- 
thing that at this moment preiles hard 
upon my heart, convinces me I am not. 
But fituated as I am, how is it poflible 
to receive fuch a letter as bcr laft wirh* 

out 
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put dii):refs? Bcljjeyc me» Laspblus, 
I feel ao elation nt this compliment of 
fo <UftU)guiIheid a prefereaQe, althoogb 
I acknowledge the Marcbiooefs to bo 
as you fay, with your £a^vourite Yorick, 
** amongft the firftordcr of fine forms*"^ 
I acknowledge too hec command ovjee 
the paifions : her fire ; her eloquence j 
the delicacy of her (liape ; thedigoity 
f)f hjQT depprtment : yet, I feel nothing 
but anxiecy at hec preient condud^ 
The reafon you will fay!, is, my &cret 
^ttachmeijt to imtbcr. Be it fo, Yet^ 
wereevQn.that harrier xemxpxA^ I &Quld; 
I am pofitivt, fiHl he unhappy, and not 
Bat;i;er^, by theattendon&of the charms- 
ing Marchionefs. You are an animated 
man> and no doubt call me a cdld^ 
blooded creature! By no means. My 
paffions are as lively as they gcneraJiy 
are in any bofom at my age, but, per- 
haps, my tajte of. voluptuoufitefs differs a 

little 



tflE rUtOk O^ tRUTH. 19} 

little from the general juvenile idea. I 
■h^ve a great pleafure in pleafing my own 
mind: nay, I have a great intereji in fb 
^oing \ whenever I have done wrongs 
I have always found that the pain refult- 
ing from it, is too heavy to be counter- 
balanced by the pleafure which pro- 
duced it. I have my wayward propen- 
fities as well as another : a whim hath 
often feized me by the heart, and I 
have at all events indulged it. For the 
time^ it was excafy, and, for ought I 
can tell, theextafy was heightened bj 
a fenfeof the venture at which the deed 
was done. Prcfently (and indcqd clofe 
upon the heel of it) comes x.\\tper con- 
ira of the aftion, if you will fuffer 
mc to borrow a term from trade. My 
frolic being over, memory is command- 
ed, by a power we cannot refill, to re^ 
tr^te it i and if in going through the 
■nvazies of the part I met any thing 
Vol. I. S wrong, 
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wrong, or uneven, againft the caufe of 
that integrity which I profefs to love, 
the thorns are from that moment in 
my bofom, and for fo much mirth, I 
am rewarded feven-fold in mifery. 
I am fo conftrufited that I can no more 
ftand againft the rebuiST of a blufli on 
my own cheek than againft the thunder 
of a cannon : the figh which my weak- 
nefs may at any time have extorted 
from another bofom, agonizes my own ; 
and a tear, which I once, very unde- 
(ignedly, drew from an innocent crea- 
ture, haunts me from place to place, 
and the precious drop, for it was 
wrung from the eyes of Lucia^ is ftill 
trembling in my imagination. 

I have enlarged upon this fubjedt, 
becaufe my behaviour might want (to 
your fancy) an apology. That people 
do not all aft on the fame principle, is, 

becaufe 
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becaufe they do not all analyze the real 
caufe of that anguilh which fo often 
treads upon pleafure. There is, me- 
thlnks, one fimple law, that comprizes 
all the wifdom of the prophets, and all 
the fagacity of philofophers : I feel it 
better than I can defcribe it v but to give 
you fome idea of it, I (hall juft lay it 
down as a note, that, whenever a man 
is upon the edge of an enjoyment, (let 
it relate to whatever part of indulgence 
it may) he has only to confider, whe- 
ther it will not, fooner or latter, be re- 
turned by more than an equal mifery r 
if, however, even the profpeft o{ greater 
fain does not deter, let him hazard the 
joy : then while the aElual agony is full 
upon him, let him again compare the 
aSlual pleafure : after this, his heart muft 
be very perverfe, and his head very 
much intoxicated, if for the future 
his pleafures are not fuch as will not 
S 2 huri 
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hurt him after they are over. Innocent 
pleafures are, indeed, never over : they 
fpring dircdly from the foul ; and like, 
that, they are immortal. Like mercy 
too, they arc " twice bleft :** they de- 
light us while they are afting, and con-^ 
fcience makes them facrcd in reflcc-- 
tion. 

It is upon this principle I am pro* 
ceeding with regard to Augusta. She- 
is the wife of a man to whom I had the 
honour to tender what he reckoned an> 
obligation. This makes his property 
more efpecially facred to me. She is, 
alfo, the wife of a man whom, not*> 
withftanding the roughnefs of his man- 
ners, I believe to be valuable. She 
is in trujl — In (hort fhe is every thing 
that (he (hould not be to make a mi- 
ftrefs of; and as 1 told you before, my 
tajle of voluptuoufncfs muft have the -pre- 

fent. 
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fent circumftances wholly inverted — 
that is to fay — (he muft be unma:rried, 
and \averfe to marriage; unconncfted, 
and unclaimed in the way of connexion^ 
and I, unattached too — before I could 
congratulate myfelf upon the conqueft 
of this flower of Italy. 

Yet, till the Marquis comes, for 
Heaven's fake ufc every method to 
Ibothc, and quiet her: do not advile 
your filter to oppofe her in the heat of 
her fentiments. She is too furious for 
admonition. Her imagination is too 
much in its hey-dey. Her paflions will 
die of themfelves ; and llie will confoi- 
lidate perhaps, after all, into a regular 
chara6ler. Her fituation with you is 
fo very delicate, that I know your 
fiftcr is in a dilemma; but ftill, Au- 
ousTA has many virtues. I have feen 
a thoufand inft^nces-of her benevolence : 
S 3 th^ 
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the Italian peafants blefs her door, and 
kifs the very threfliold of it, becaufe 
imprinted by her footfteps. She is at 
this time under the influence of Fancy \ 
it is a fort of fcverilh fit that attacks 
ftnartly at firft, and will away again. 
The handfome creature is but jud 
touching nineteen. She is a child, my 
dear Lascelles, and this truant difpo- 
fition is a trick of the leading firing : 
without parents and of a vigorous ima^ 
gination, flie is yet,, as to human life, ia 
the nurfcry. No more, my. friend — 
think not of her as of one abindoned:: 
that is not the cafe. As to her glowing, 
language, let not that difplcafe your, 
filler, though unaccuftomcd to her ear. 
The Italian women know nothing of 
that refervc and pathetic bafhfulnefs,, 
which guards the expreflions of the Bri- 
tilh fair. They fpeak freely and flow- 
ingly — the Marchionefs adds to the 

cuftom, 
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cuftom, even the ardours of conjiitu- 
tion. But, indeed, (he is not a bafe 
charafter — Once it is faid the Marquis 
in his Violence ftrtick her. Her pride 
was hurt. She thought it beneath the- 
dignity of the man who had figured 
at the front of an army — fhe never 
forgave it — 'twas wrong. But who 
hath not a fault to be forgiven ? Fare- 
well. I have written myfelf into fome 
compofure, and that will plead my exr 
cufc for having fo long intruded. 

I am your*s, . 

C. Ci\IlLISL£« 



LETTER 
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LETTER XLVIIf. 

Mife De Grey to Mifs Lascelles; 

Purely everyday is com^ 
miflSoned to prefent fome new myftery; 
and no hour decreed to unfold or ex- 
plain it ! My father whifpered, as^ I 
fat at dinner yefterday, that he had a 
little private converfation for me,, and 
would contrive an'opportunity very fooa 
to chat with me. You know his me- 
thod- of treating his children,. Caro^ 
LINE. Towards the clofe of the even- 
ing (when Lord and Lady Blessing- 
bourne were airing, Mrs. Hewson- 
at her looking-glafs, where fhe is prac- 
tifing breeding^. Mr, Medway at the- 

river 
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river with his fi(hing-rod, and Mr. Car- 
lisle at his writing-deflc) wc found the 
leifure we wanted, and walked into the 
garden together. Wc will fettle a little 
while in this v^ry bower, my dear, fays 
my father : 'tis as pretty and cooling as.' 
any in the garden* 

Oh, Caroline, it was the bower of 
Clement ami Lucia I 

Yes, Sir, replied I y it is very prettjr 
and cooling, indeed. 

I fuppofe, Lucia, your fellow-lar 
bourcr who helped to make it has not 
paid it a vifit fince his return. Such 
humble (hades muft yield to the fpices 
of Italy. He has, to be fure, forgot 
in arbour of mere EngUfli hawthorns 
and woodbines. 

I — I — believe he has,. Sir. 

Arpropos, 



\ 
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- A-propos, LuciA^ do you hold iff 
the fame mind (till ? Do you ftill think 
him the incomparable Carlisle ? Pru- 
dence Place can boaft juft at pre- 
fent, fev^ral brilliant men» We have.the 
Jaughter-loving Sir Andrew^ of a ve- 
ry agreeable perfon. We have the man^ 
ly Mr. Medway, odd, but amiable, 
putting thefe both againfl: Mr. Car- 
lisle, is he ftill the fuperlaiive^ degree J 
There are two to one Lucia. What 
fay you ? 

I believe they have; all their merit. 
Sir.. . . • . 

But 4S their merit perfcdlly eqqai ia 
your opinion, my dear ? 

As to that, Sir, I — Ihould fuppofe — 
no doubc — that is — in fhort. Sir, as I 
have not known them all the fame time- 
as 
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as one can judge more of intimates 
than cafual acquaintances— 

You prefer Clement, I fuppofe ? 

I have known him tlie longeft, Sir* 

Med WAY, my dear, has great con- 
nexions. 

Sir? 

Sir Andrew has good" humour, and 
' will be heir to Lord Blessingbourne. 

Sir .? 

But Carlisle is the more accom- 
ptiflied gentleman. 

Moft certainly he is, Sir, beyond 
lomparifon. 

Do 
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Do you think l^ond cemparifon^ Lr- 



cia: 



Sir ? 

I fay, my dear Lucia^ do you real- 
ly think — that — that ? 

Blefs me, Sir, how faint the air gets 
when the breeze falls^ at this fcafon df 
the year 

Yonder comes Geoff Rr. 

From Mr. Carlisle ; perhaps upoii 
private bufinefs — I will, if you pleafe, 
withdraw, Sir. 

If the heat is trpublcfome, pray doj 
my dear. 

Very troublefome^ indeed. Sir — Lord 
blefs me ! there is not a breath of wind. 

As 
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As Turis as can be, there is a temped in 
the fkies. 

Thus ended our dialogue — ^What does 
it mean, Carolin e ? I never was more 
confufed in tny life. .What could old 
Geoffry be coming for?. The old 
■ifellow, who only wiflies himfelf young 
again to difpatch with more hafte the 
commands of his mafter, quite ran on 
the occafion. 

On my return into the houfe, I met 
Mr, Medway with an handkerchief full 
X)f fifh, and in the higheft degree pleaf- 
cdwith his fuccefs. By way of courtefy 
en pajfantj I told him, he muft certainly 
carry a charm about him to attraft fo 
many fifh out of the water in fo little a 
time. Upon which he caught hold of 
my wrift, and,; after looking round the 

Vol. I. T room 
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room to fee if any body was prcfent— 
hulh— --hufli — for God's fake, child- 
walls have eyes — and worms have ears, 
as I always told you. 

From this, and fome other ft range 
things, I have feen in this man, I am 
convinced his head is not exadlly as k 
(hould be. 

Not a view of Carlisle all this 
morning fince breakfaft. No follici ca- 
tion to fing, to touch the guittar, to 
walk in the garden, to count the fruit, 
to read Pope, to— to — to— ^ 

It is very barbarous he fhould all at 
once take fuch a diflike to me ! 

I wifti Italy had been far enough be- 
fore he had feen it. Pray, my dear, 

are 
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are the ladies fo vety beautiful in that 
country ? Towards Rome for inftance ! 
r have been looking into my father's 
library for a fort of hi/lory^ and manners 
of that country. Not, indeed, that 
1 am concerned in the matter ; but yet, 
if any thing of this kind happens to 
fall in your way, ycu may purchafe 
and fend it me by the firik coa- 
vcyanee, 

Lucia De Grey. 



P. $• 

Lord B. fets out this evening from 

our Place to his feat in Shropfhire. Sir 

T 2 Andrew* 
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Andrbw continues with us, on pup- 
pofe to teaze the filly Hewsons. Mei>- 
WAY isj;o be mad with us all the fca^ 
fon. 



l^ETTER 
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LETTER XLIX. 
Lord Blessingbourne to Mr. De Grey. 

ffleffingbonnie Abbey. 



Sir, 



We 



; ^ot, without mifchancci 
to'the Abbey; ' F beg te> know whether 
you have confidered the fubjcdt we dif- 
courfed upon. Sir Andrew is no mean 
match, Mr. De Grey^^- He will, one 
day, be Earl of BLessinqbdurnb, for 
which change of his name, I have a< 
peremptory command in my Will. If 
you fend me v/ord.ysu arCt iatisfiejd as to 
the matter, I will tranfmit diredions 
for him to thipk mott particularly of 
the young Lady, whofe good qualities 
T a. my^ 
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my Lady and I have determined with- 
in ourfelves to be equivalent to wanr 
of title, -asd (hat^^s rccru^nly faying a 
great deal. Sir Andrew ii worthy,, 
though he is too gre^t a laugher, and 
be will make a good hu(band. Your 
offer of forty . thp^fand pounds with- 
Mifs De Grey is liberal: half that 
with a coronet would be fufficient. How- 
ever, if there are honours\oti one fide^ 
it reflefts dignity ^on ;both. If (he m V- 
rics Sir Anor^e w ihe ftands ^ chance of 
being aXountefej'. to wbicfcr; brilU^f. 
probabiKdy. I will add thetf^^iQwfunv ta 
your's dowHj two. thouf4»^ pounds 
worth of diamonds.^ a thoufaad pounds, 
for a wedding dinner^ and. the Jund- 
fomeftf fct of cream-colours, with fil- 
ver trapf>ings, and the Bljessinokxtrne 
creft ertgraven thcrco©. ^ I. have the ho- 
nour 
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nour to enclofe for you the falutations-. 
of the CountefS) and to be, 

Sir, 

Your mod obedient 

Very humble Servant, 

Blbssinobourne*'. 



LETTER 
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LETTER L: 

Captain Carlisle toR, De GREi^jElq. 
My fatherly Guardian,* 

X o (hew my cftcem for your 
ffwdi of conveying your laft fentiments,. 
I adopt it. To imitate, is. to admire. 
Many parts of your favour went quite 
home to the feat of the tendered fen- 
fations j- particularly where you dif- 
cover to me, in a. ftyle peculiar to- 
your pen, that regard, which has ever 
been the moftdiftinguiftied honour and^ 
hlefling of my life^ 

All your queftions have a claim upon-^ 
my anfwer, and upon my. fincerity. 

You. 
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You addrefs me on w delicate fubjcft. 
I fee, plainly, how much my happt* 
ncfs, ia every ftate of my life, is at 
your heart. Of the conjugal con- 
nexion, I think with veneration and 
fenfibility ; but I am exceedingly yout^^ 
and (hall, in all probability, gain a lit* 
tie more domeftic knowledge, and o£ 
that prudence which belongs to family^ > 
before I change my condition. When- 
ever there is the fmalleft profpefb o£ 
this happening, it cannot be long a ^ 
cret out of Mr. De Grey's bofom. 

I am ever his own, 

CtEMJSNT Carlisle. 



P.S. 

I had almoft forgotten to mention 
the money-affair. It is not poflfible 

for 



214 THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 

fbr the poor to want a friend or an in«* 
ftruftor while Mr. IXp Grey is at Pru* 
dence Places and if the charge of my 
fortune is not abfolutely troublefome 
to him» there is no bank wherein it caa 
lie witLfo aiuch fatisfadion to me^ 



LETTER 
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I. E T T E R LI. 

Mr. Lascslles to Captain Carlisle. 

irl o w pitiable it is, my dear 
Carlisle, that you (hould be fo cir*^ 
trumftanced as to find it utterly impof- 
fible to return the extatic fondnefs of 
this bewitching woman ! She is abfo- 
Jutely an angel. Some new drefles have 
Utely been put on, and fhe fets them 
*ofF with fuch an elegance, fuch a tafte, 
•fuch a naivete^ it is in^poflible to look 
at her without an ejaculation of .plea- 
sure and admiration. Allowing all your 
arguments their full force, I muft ftill 
'Confefs, there is a fomething cold and 
^cy about your heart, that cannot be 

melted 
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•melted by fuch a blaze of beauty— «ef* 
pecially as the lady is (o perfeftly wiih* 
i^j and not at all unreafonably nke. She 
loves yoiir pepfon well enough to take 
it on your own terms : fhe does not pre- 
tend to capitulate : the citadel is your 
own, and you may do what j^« wiH 
with it. Oh — faid ftiCj the^ other day 
(while the tears were ftreaming from 
her lovely eyes)— oh, that I could fee 
him but one moment in every day, I 
would be content with annihilation for 
the reft of the twenty-four hours. By 
Heavens, Carlisle, if any woman 
half fo beautiful had avowed fuch a 
fentiment in «rj favour, I would have 
Ihewn my gratitude for it at the price 
of my exiftence — but you, on the 
contrary, though as virtuous as a faint, 
are as frigid as a Freezelandcr. I quef- 
ition whether you ever approached the 

lips 
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lips of this lovely one fince they firft dc 
dared a pafTion for you. It requires, 
I confefs, all the elaborate excufcs ypu 
have made, td wipe off the imputation 
of an infenfible \ and even after all 
your pains, I freely tell you, that I think 
you are too fcrupulous upon this occa- 
fion. I fpeak frankly, out of pity to the 
Marchionefs, 2ind for your pleafure. Ad- 
mitting your palTion for Mils De Ghey 
to be ever fo great, what, I wonder, has iba^ 
to do with a fnug convenient beauty, by 
way of, my friend in a corner^ at ano- 
ther quarter of the world ? Your no- 
tions are abfolutely antediluvian. I do 
not know another man in the. world, 
who would not leap at your fituation. 
In the name of pleafure then, make the 
bell of it ! \ thought at lirft as you 
do, but I fpcak now upon niature deli- 
beration. There is no doubt but the 
Marchionefs would chuige her name, 
Vol, I.. U Jive 
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live quietly in the place you provide' 
for her, be happy as if in Heaven to 
get a fight of you once a fortnight^ 
and there would be an end of the thing. 
Do then, let me advife you, put a pe- 
riod to thefe complaints; open the cage 
of the beautiful prifoner, and fet the 
pretty little heart, that is now beating as 
it were at the wires till it pants again, 
perfe(5lly at eafe. It is with great dif- 
ficulty I keep her from writing to you 
every day. The idea of the Marquis 
fcts her already raving ; but I cannot 
by any means draw f?om her, nor can 
my filler, any account of her family, fup* 
pofed to be in town. She fays, they 
would force her again to the arms cf 
the detefted Marquis. But I have pro- 
pofed a proper lalvo for all thole fores, 
andi if you have the lead lively fpark 
of the young man, or of merry human 

nature 
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nature in you, you will not negletSt 
it. Compliments to our friend Sir 
Andrew. 

Adieu^ 



U 2 WSTTER 
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LETTER LIT. 

Captain Carlisle to G. Lascelles^ 
Efq. 

JL o u R letter has not been 
an hoiir in my hand, and, although my 
heart was full of ether matter^ I have 
now neither ear nor pen for any thing 
but an anfwer to it. Do you knowi 
in the firft place, that I looked at your 
feal, and at your fuperfcription, and at 
the very cut of your leiterSy before I 
would credit the thing to be your's ? In 
this age oi forgery^ I was in good hope, 
fomebody had made free with my friend* 
Buc as it appears that the letter did ab- 
fplptely .proceed from yof^ I muft pro- 
ceed to an explicit re^^Iy. 

Make 
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Make a proftitute of the poor girl» 
Mr. Lascblles ? Seek out a conve- 
nient apartment, and compel the charm- 
ing eyes, which you fay now weep with 
love, grow wild with the fparklings of 
rage and defpair ? What, Sir, would 
you wifli me to leclude her from all va- 
luable focicty, and to fink her from 
a Marchionefs of the firft figure and 
fafhion, to a mere miftrefs — from a 
young,' elegant woman, to a fcorned, 
abandoned daughter of the brothel ! Is 
this the method in which you would 
have me return my compliment, for a: 
long, a. weary^. an haplefs, and an un- 
fortunate journey of a thoufand milfs? 
However mifplaced the afFcftion (he is^ 
[ plcafed to beftow upon me, and how- 
ever impoffible it is for me to reward 
it, I am ftill bound to her even for 
her very misfortune. It is my/tf/^,.and* 
not tniy that declines what, m lome 
U 3 cafes, 
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cafes, might have been my greateft 
bleffing. Surely, Mr. Lascelles,. I 
owe her gratitude of a very different 
complexion from that bluftilefs one, 
•you recommend. My heart bleeds for 
her. From me (he fhould claim an at- 
tentive anxiety how to recompenfe the 
throbbings in her bofom ; the mofl: \ttr 
duftrious care to reconcile her again to 
. her hufband, to contrive means of heal- 
ing up any breach, which my unfortu- 
nate acquaintance with that gentleman 
may have occafioned. Thefe are the 
fcrvices (he (hould expcft from me, and 
to offer thefe is at once my ftudy, and 
my effort. But I will not believe you 
ferious ; or, if you are, your compaffion 
has hurried you into a pre;:ipitancy>that 
only wants (hewing you, to be repented 
of. 



i^ 



\ 
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This, my dear Lascblles, is af- 
furedly the cafe. Befides which^ de- 
pend upon it, you have mijlaken the' 
Marchionefs. She could not ftoop to 
the ignominious terms, you have pro- 
pofcd to me for her. If (he really loves, 
there muft be fome. degree of refine- 
ment in die partiality j and believe 
me, Lasc£lles, many a. woman ^as 
f(^lt'a fccret prediletSion in favour, of 
a man, who would ftart with horr 
ror from an adl of predetermined per- 
fidy. If it were not for the appearance 
of -an implied' compliment to ti^felf^ I 
Ihould not at all fcruple to fay,.. I be- 
lieve, any partiality, Augusta may 
have, unluckily, conceived in my fa- 
vour, proceeds, wholly, from fome 
imaginary virtues which. Ihe is pleafcd 
to think I pofTefs. I dare fwear (he is 
taken by certain qualities in your friend, 
which (asy&^ ha| enriched and magni- 
fied 
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Bed them) appear to her defcrving eftccm. 
Upon ibis principle, you have, indeed, 
propofed an effetlual plan for making 
her deleft me« To difcolour the image 
flie has flatteringly dreflcd up, by placing 
in its ftead a feducerand ingrate, might 
perhaps prove a fuccefsful remedy : but 
this, my dear Lascelles, would be pur- 
chafing averfion more fatally than any 
thing that can reafonably arife out gi 
the partiality itfelf. No, no, my friend. 

Enough however has been urged : 
you are convinced,, and, therefore, you 
-arc dear as you ever were, to 

Clement Caxlislb. 

P. S. 

Sir Anderw returns your devoir. 
He is as merry as rj^icule can make 

him.. I 
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him ^ his prefent objeds, now his uncle 
is gonC) are two foolifh bumpkin bro- 
thers, and a handfome fimplecon of a 
wife to one of them« 
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